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Fine Lady. 


L E TT E R XXXII. 
To GkOROE LENOx, E/q; 


Woodley-Park, June 30. 


| Y dear George, accept my ſin- 
M cere congratulations on the 
| opening proſpect of your hap- 
pineſs. You, who know my heart, can 
only know the exceſs of joy your laſt 
letter gave me.—Your lovely amiable 
Fanny will ſoon be yours. No wonder 
Jour paſſion for her increaſes : She well 
deſerves it ſhould. You will now be 


Vor. II. enabled 
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enabled to look back on the paſt trou- 
bles of your life as a troubleſome dream, 
from which you have waked to real hap- 
pineſs. 

Were I not determined to give up my 
foul to hope, I might have ſome reaſon 
perhaps for anxiety ; but my charming 
Harriet has aſſured me in ſuch ſtrong 
terms that ſhe will be mine at the ap- 
pointed time, that the knowledge of 
Lord Hilton's being near us gives me 
ſcarce any uneaſineſs, I am inter- 


rupted. 


— Rac 


| July, 1. 

I am now convinced of what was 
only a ſurmiſe before: Louiſa is un- 
doubtedly deeply in love, — but with 
whom I am yet ignorant. I might in- 
deed have made myſelf acquainted with 
the object, but the agony into which 
my attempt threw her, reſtrained my 


impetuous curioſity. 


She 
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She has very much of late avoided 
company. — This morning I wandered 
into the garden juſt after breakfaſt, — 
in rather a melancholy mood; Miſs 
Denby and I had had a trifling diſpute. 
I was not juſt at that time in a diſ- 
poſition to ſacrifice my opinion and 
reaſon to, what appeared, her caprice; 
and ſhe retired to her chamber ex- 
tremely ſtately. I was ſenſibly piqued 
at her behaviour, and was determined to 
make no advances juſt then; but, as 
Monimia ſays, I found “ reſentment 
« ebb, and love flow in apace;“ and I 
was returning to ſeek her, when I diſ- 
covered Louiſa in a ſummer-houſe. I en- 
tered it immediately. In her company 
I always find a relief from any little 
anxiety. I found her in tears. —l eagerly 
ſought the cauſe, © Perhaps, I ſhould 
« bluſh,” ſaid ſhe, with a gentle ſmile, 
ce were I to tell you this book has occa- 
« ſioned my tears.” Saying which, ſhe pre- 
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*Fented me with the Hermit of Wark- 
worth. She made ſome very pretty 
remarks on that poem, to apologize, 
ſne ſaid, for the effect the peruſal had 
on her. Turning over the pages 1 
came to theſe lines, which 1 read out 


to. her: 


Lord Piercy pleaded for his friend, 


Her father too conſents; 
None but the beauteous maid herſelf 
His wiſhes: now prevents: 


But ſhe with ſtudied fond delays 

Defers the bliſsful hour; 

And loves to try his: conſtancy, 
And prove her maiden Power. | 


I 


That heart,” ſhe ſaid, . is lightly be 
« Which is too lightly won; 

4 And long ſhall rue that eaſy maid, 
„Who yields her love too ſoon.” 


The lines ſeemed applicable to 
Harriet, I aſked Miſs Somerville if 
| thoſe 
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thoſe were her ſentiments? She made. 
me ſuch an anſwer; that I would have 
given five. thouſand pounds had pro- 

ceeded from the lips of Mifs Denby. 
I could not help fixing my eyes tenderly: 
upon her, and ſaying with a ſigh, « O 
&« Louiſa l that my Harriet had your ſen- 
e ſibility, or that I was not thus enſlaved 
e by her charms !” I thought ſhe never 
appeared ſo amiable: as ſhe did at tlas 
moment; her confuſion and pity for 
me was at once blended in her counte- 
nance. She turned from me, and 'with-- 
drew her hand, which I had preſſed to 
my lips—to wipe away a ſtarting tear. 
In pulling out her handkerchief ſhe 
dropped ſomething : ſhe ſeemed too 
much engaged to attend to the incident; 
I ſtooped and picked up a ſmall ſhagrin 
caſe. | | 
« Now, Miſs Somerville,” cried I, 
« I have it in my power to confer an 
B 3 obligation 
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obligation on you; but firſt I muft 
* ſatisfy my own curioſity.” 

„In what, Sir?” 

* By knowing for whom it is you have 
- © ſighed ſo long. Shall I open this caſe, 
* and give liberty to the priſoner ?” 


The power of ſpeech ſeemed to be 
taken from her: She claſped her hands 
together, her face pale as aſhes. —Ar 
laſt; „If ever—if ever pity moved 
your breaſt, return it, return it to 
„me. Make me not the moſt wretched 
« of mortals by opening that fatal caſe , 
« yet, if you ſhould ſtill perſiſt—O 
„Montague !] abſolutely believe, if 
I had not given her the picture immedi- 
ately (for ſuch certainly it was) ſhe would 
have fainted. I preſſed her to my boſom, 


and drew her to the ſeat. It was ſome 
time before ſhe quite recovered herſelf, 


Faith! George, I do not know very 
well how to account for it, but I never 
felt ſo exalted a friendſhip for any 


Woman; 
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woman: but I am ſure, while I claſped 

her in my arms, and preſſed her cold 

cheek, I hardly thought there was ſuch 

a perſon as Miſs Denby in the world. 

What the devil can that caſe con- 

tain, the diſcovery of which could 

throw her into ſuch agonies? I would 

give half my eſtate to know :—but the 
| ſecret is impenetrable. The remainder 

of this day I have ſeen but little of her. 
At dinner when we met, ſhe ſcarce raiſed 
her eyes. A conſcious melancholy fat 
on her lovely features. Amiable Louiſa! 
Would I could ſee you happy! | 
But, in my pity for this ſuffering, yet 
uncomplaining excellence, let me not 

forget my love for Harriet. I wiſh to 

break her of her capricious childiſhneſs, 

If I for ever give way to her ſudden ſtarts 

of anger, and really let her perceive 

the unneaſineſs they give me, I doubt 

ſhe will but too frequently avail her- 
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ſelf of her power, and wander both w_ | 


lives unhappy. 


J could not bear to ſee a cloud oF | 
diſcontent on her brow, and know that 


ſhe thought I was chiefly the occaſion 
of it; I therefore endeavoured to make 


my peace with her: but, though I la- 


boured hard to be reconciled, ſhe would 
not bate an ace of her aſſumed dignity, 
but kept it up moſt amazingly. She 
would make diſtinctions: I told her 
I thought we were equally in fault, and 
that T paid a compliment to her ſex and 
ſeperiority by making the firſt con- 


ceſſſon; but nb; the would, on my 
acknowledging my offence, pardon me, 


which was all the favour I ſhould obtain 
from her. I then told her laughing, I 
was. in a humour to be pleafed with her 


at preſent; as I hoped it would be the 


laſt diſpute we ſhould have on this fide 


matrimony, I would fubmit to what 


ſhe thought proper; but that. I hoped 
| Hke- 
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likewiſe, when ſhe was my wife, ſhe would 
remember her part of the ceremony, if 


| ſhe expected I ſhould pay any regard to 


mine, 

We were not, however, very good 
company the whole evening. I could not 
abſtract my ideas intirely from the garden- 
adventure; indeed they continually revert: . 
to it, The myſtery is very great! 


— — 


Is it not a little particular, that, ſo 
many months as theſe two young ladies 
have reſided together, there ſngulꝗ be ſo lit- 
tle intimacy between them? To me it is aſ- 
toniſhing. It is true, friendſhip, like love, 
ſhould be centered in one object; yet we 
may feel a degree of it for a perſon with 
whom one lives, ſo as to place ſome 
confidence in them; or thoſe two moſt 
noble ſentiments of the human breaſt, 


would rather contract than expand the 
B 5 heart. 
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heart. But between Miſs Denby and 
Miſs Somerville there is great politeneſs 
without the leaſt ſhew of affection. They 
are to be ſure of very different opinions. 
——1 wiſh they were not! J muſt be 
content however; the die is caſt. 

I long to know how your uncle will 
behave to Miſs Neville; tho?, thank 
Heaven! his behaviour will now be of 
little conſequence to you, as to your 
real happineſs I mean; for tho* the 
acquiſition of his eſtate by and bye, — 


or rather the reſumption of your own, 


(for I muſt ſtil] tl ink he kolds it unjuſtly 
from you) will be a great addition, yet 
I am certain you will taſte the utmoſt 
felicity in being united to her; and 
find, in the intereſt of ten thouſand 
pounds, enough to inſure it. 

The delicate ingenuouſneſs of your 
amiable Fanny is, I think, without ex- 
ample. Cuſtom indeed, arbitrary cuſ- 


tom forbids the fair-one to reveal the 
feeling: 
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feelings of her ſoul; for tho' the poet 


lays, © A maid unaſked may own a 
« well-placed flame,” yet few I believe 
would run the hazard, or perhaps 
ſucceed - ſlaves as we are to cuſtom 
in the attempt. 

But your noble- minded girl yielded 
to the ſoft mandates of her innocent 
heart; but was not that heart fixed on 
the moſt amiable of men? Yes, Lenox, 
I repeat the moſt amiable of men :— 
Think then what happineſs I feel when 
I tell myſelf you are my friend, and 
that I know, of all men none is ſo dear 
to you as 


HENRY MonTacvue. 
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LETTE R XXXIII. 
To Miſs HERBERT. 


Woodley-Park, July 1, 


YN My Emily! how fallen, how 
very fallen, in her own eyes is 

your poor Louiſa — In her own eyes! 
My God ! Am I not deſpicable in his ? 
You too, you, my Emily, I fear will 
blame me. Ah! was I not wtetched 
enough before ? — Yet had I a thou- 
fand extenuating excuſes then, which now, 
now I have entirely loſt. O that J could 
hide myſelf from his view for ever J 
That he might know no more of my 
diſtreſs or me. Yes, Emily ! I fear he 
knows my unhappy paſſion, and muſt 
he not deſpiſe me ? 

It my flowing eyes will permit me, I 
will tell you all; make a ſad confeſſion 
of my folly, and lay myſeif open to 

Pour 
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your rebuke. Be gentle, however, Emily. 
Let, if I thought your heavy diſ- 
pleaſure would fink me to the grave,, 
with rapture would I court deſtruction. 
Pardon my expreſſions, Emily; I know 
they are too violent for the delicacy of 
my nature—but J am ſtrangely altered, 
Emily! you would not know your Louiſa. 

You remember, my love, your deſire 
that I would give you a deſcription of 
this too amiable man. Ah ! what ſerene 
happy times were thoſe !—In order to 
execute my taſk with greater exactitude, 
I took his miniature from Miſs Denby's 
watch. A cloſe examination of the 
picture created in me a deſire to try 
my pencils. You know I uſed ſome- 
times to draw, ' tho? I never attempted 
taking likeneſſes. I could not reſiſt the 
impulſe, or rather J found too much 
pleaſure in indulging the impulſe. Every 
day I devoted ſome time to my fatal 


employ; for, like Apelles, I grew en- 
amoured 
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amoured of the face I was copying. 
Yet till, it only appeared to me that I 
admired the picture becauſe it was really 
beautiful. Ignorant of the paſlion, I 
knew not what name to give to the new 
emotions which filled my ſoul. 

When I had finiſhed the pernicious 
work, I wanted to have it ſet, in order 
to preſerve it, and ſend it to you; for 
indeed, my dear, I had effectually cheat- 
ed myſelf into the perſuaſion that it was 
for you I was thus employing my hours. 

] went one morning into the city to 
get it ſet properly, as I did not chooſe to 
employ any one in our part of the town 
for obvious reaſons: the heſitation, 
which accompanied my orders gave the 
firſt intimation that I was doing wrong 
but 1t was now too late to recede, even 
if I could have formed ſo cruel a reſo- 
lution, as it would have appeared to me, 
to deſtroy it. Yet ſtill the preſent was 
for you. Knowing the day it would 

be 
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be finiſhed, I took another ride into the 
city, and poſſeſſed myſelf of the moſt 
valuable of prizes to me. This was two 
days before the nearly ſo fatal adventure 
at Vauxhall, which diſcovered to me the 
real ſtate of my heart, and has left me 
miſerable ever ſince. Conſcious now of 
my true motive for drawing the picture, 
I could not fend it to you—I could not 
part with it. The contemplation of 
thoſe features was now the only con- 
ſoling pleaſure I could, or wiſhed to 
taſte. * 

I never mentioned my deſign to you, 
from a deſire of agreeably ſurprizing 
you, and now I carefully concealed this 
only ſecret from you. It was a pre- 
cious little hoard, which, like a miſer, 
I treaſured up in ſecret, nor would truſt 
to the boſom of any one. How many 
times in the day have I viſited my ſacred 
repoſitory, and dropped a tear on the 
fineſt face in the world ! | 
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I never carried it about me till yefter- 
day. — Sure fate was buſy for my ruin, 
and urged me to t. ke it into the garden 
to the alcove. I had a book with me, 
which, tho' I am a great admirer of its 
beauties, and have read it with de'ight, 
was not then the ſubje& of my contem- 
plation; I had juſt returned the object 
of my ſtudy to my pocket as I thought, 
when Mr. Montague appeared. He 
found I had been in tears, which I diſin- 
genuouſly attributed to having juſt pe- 
ruſed the Hermit of Warkworth. He 
was melancholy, having but a little 
before parted from Miſs Denby with 
ſome diſpleaſure on both ſides. We 
talked of the book ; in ſhort, I hardly 
knew what I talked of. He behaved to 
me with fo much tenderneſs as almoſt 
deprived me of reflection. He kiſſed 
and preſſed my hand ſeveral times; and 
with confuſion I own it, I received but 


too much ſatisfaction from the appear- 
| | ances 
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ances of an affection which nothing could 


authorize. He wiſhed Harriet was like 


me, or that he was not a ſlave to her 


charms, O Emily! I thought J never 


ved till then. 
After ſome time when our converſa- 


tion had taken a more tender turn, a 


trickling tear demanded my handker- 
chief, in pulling which out, I ſuppoſe 
I unhappily drew out the fatal picture, 
mcloſed in a ſhagrin caſe. —Mr. Mon- 


© tague picked it up unperceived by me. 


Ile ſeemed in the very act of opening 


it, when I ſaw it in his hands, He 


ſaid ſomething, of which I was hardly 
ſenfible. Inſtant diſtraction ſeized me. 
I hardly knew what became of me, 
or what, in my agony, I ſaid or did. He 
was extremely alarmed, and giving me 
the caſe unopened, caught me in his 
arms. My ſenſes were ſo far gone, that 
the poſſeſſion of the fatal occaſion of my 
diſorder was fcarcely ſufficient to reſtore 

| me 
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me immediately. But tho' I could not 
find words to thank him, for reſtoring 
the picture to me, without ſatisfying his 
curioſity, I was not inſenſible of his at- 
tention to me, Indeed I believe that 
very attention contributed to deprive me 
of the power of utterance. I bluſh 
while I repeat to you his behaviour to 
me. He claſped me cloſe to his boſom, 
preſſing my lips and cheeks with ſeem- 
ing rapture every inſtant : called me 
his lovely Louiſa !—Great God | at that 


- inſtant, ſoftened as I had been by terror, 
and now ſoothed by tender looks, preſ- 


ſures and words, how glorious did my 
mother's memory appear to me! O! 
thou moſt excellent of women, thought 
I, how infinite muſt have been thy vir- 
tue, that could reſiſt a man loving and 
beloved! Ah! may thy ſacred leſſons 
ever be before my eyes !—-may I never 
loſe ſight of thy excellencies, but ſtrive 
to emulate them I could not avoid 

this 
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this ſilent apoſtrophe to the bleſſed ſhade 
of my angel-mother. I withdrew myſelf 
from his embrace, and in a voice hardly 
articulate, thanked him for his kind con- 
ſideration. He was not urgent to know 
the contents of the caſe, which tortures 
my ſoul with fears that he did view his 
image there. But. were not my own 
actions too plainly diſcoverable ?—— ' 
They were, they were, and I mult be 
undone, 8 
Emily! I muſt, I muſt fly to you. 
Will you receive me? I cannot ſtay 
here when he is gone, He once hinted, 
as if to compleat his happineſs, he ſhould 
intreat me to accompany his wife to 
Belle- ſont. Sooner would I viſit the 
tomb of my anceſtors, . and conſign my 
wretched body to periſh in its cloſe-ſhut 
walls, 18.1 
O what a day was yeſterday | How 


did my conſcious eyes dread to meet his 
never 
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never did I truly know diftreſs tilt 


now! 
* * * 


I have given a ſmall relief to my heart 
by unburthening part of its afflictions to 
you. Ah! my Emily! how. ſincerely I 
wiſh you were here! You. would I am 
ſure pity me; and by telling me ſo, 
alleviate the load of, diſtreſs which yet 


| fear is in ſtore for your unhappy 


Lovisa SOMERVILLE. 


* * — — — — — — 
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20% Georce Lenox, F/q; 


Woodley-Park, July 5. 


T AM juſt returned from the aſſembly; 


-- and though the hour and ſeaſon re- 
quire reſt, yet my mind is at preſent too 
diſturbed to admit ſo ſalutary a viſitor. 

Yeſterday 
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Yeſterday we all were at the races; 
at night dreſſed and went to the ball. 
Miſs Denby made it a kind of favour 
to dance with me. I was piqued at her 
zunſeaſonable reſerve, and informed her 
of my ſentiments on the occaſion. How- 
ever, what I faid ſeemed to have very 


little effect on her. 


T was the more provoked and mor- 
tified with the .indifference of her be- 
haviour, becauſe ſhe conducted herſelf 
very improperly towards Lord Hilton 
"who has been here frequently. Upon 
my ſaying, © a ſtranger would ſuppoſe 
his Lordſhip to be the moſt favoured 
man of the two;“ ſhe ſharply replied, 
% Am I not to be civil to any man bat 
« yourſelf 2” 

« Yes, my deareſt creature] you may, 
and I wiſh N to be civil to all, and 
'« tender to me.” 

«* And ſo I muſt dance ahem upon 
every occalion ?” 

* < TM 
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“Till we are married, I ſhould hope 
you would have no objection: after- 
% Wards, you know you cannot. But if 
« you did not dance with me, why 
% would you chooſe to dance with Lord 
Hilton? Let me introduce a partner 
to you.” | 

« No; if I am nct to chooſe for my- 
« ſelf, you ſhall be the man.” I thought 
there was ſomething rather ſingular in 
her ſpeech, but was prevented deſiring 
an explanation at the time, and I thought 
no more of it afterwards. | 

To-day we went through the ſame 
round. At night I looked on myſelf as 
engaged to Harriet, I left her when 
we entered the room, and was chatting 
with Somerville and ſome other gentle- 
men. The muſic began, ,and I ſaw pre- 
parations making amongſt the ladies for 
dancing, ſuch as drawing up their ſacks, 
&c. I looked for Harriet; ſhe was 
talking with Hilton, who was playing 

1 with 
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with her fan. I went up to them, making 
a ſlight bow to him, which he returned 
in the ſame manner and walked off. 

« Have you choſe your place, Miſs 
« Denby?” aſked], taking out my gloves. 

« Yes, Mr. Montague, and my part- 
« ner too.” 

« Well, then we have only to begin.“ 

<« I ſhall not dance with you.” 

Not dance with me !” 

« No; I told you this morning I 
would not. I have no idea of making 
« one's ſelf ſo particular. Becauſe we are 
& to be married, I can neither dance, or 
« walk, or ride, or ſtay at home, but 
« you muſts be eternally annexed to my 
& train.” 

« The man, Madam, to whom you 
« will in a few days reſign your hand for 
« life, might I think command it now for 
« 2 few hours.” 

The man, Sir, who expects the honour 
« of my hand, ſhall not dare to controul 
3 he me. 
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me. Thank God |! yet J am free. 
*« ur affair is not yet accompliſhed.” 

It remains in your own breaſt, Miſs 
'« Denby, whether. it ever hall. I ſhall 
s readily follow the lead you ſet me.“ 

„Then, Sir, you may chooſe your- 
e ſelf another partner for to- night; for, 
let what will be the conſequence, I 
dance with Lord Hilton.“ 

I had a great mind to have prevented 
ther by immediately inſiſting on Lord 
-Hilton's leaving the room with me; 
:tho' then the life of one muſt have been 
loſt : but I felt a degree of contempt 
-ariſe in my breaſt towards Harriet, which 
"whiſpered me ſhe was not worth the ha- 
Zard. At that inſtant too my eyes at- 
tached themſelves to the amiable Louiſa, 
J could perceive by her's, that ſhe was, 
in part, no ſtranger to our unlover-like 
_ altercation, I approached, and ſeated 
myſelf by her. 

| : Dont 
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* Don't you dance to-night, Miſs So- 
„ mervalle ?” 

No, Sir.” —* I am ſorry to hear it, 
<* as I meant to offer mylelf to you, if 
« you would have accepted a rejected 
man.“ | 

« How came you not to dance with 
« Miſs Denby ?” 

« She choſe Lord Hilton in prefer- 
* ence to me. I am vexed I made her 
< the offer, as it leſſens the compliment 
« I wiſh to pay you.” 

« You are extremely obliging,” re- 
turned ſhe, bowing and bluſhing at the 
ſame time. ©. But I doubt I could not 
& have accepted your firſt offer, even if 
you had been fo diſpoſed; as I have 
« juſt refuſed Mr. Menil; not having 
any inclination to dance this even- 
ts 

« If you really diſlike dancing, 1 
s would not for the world intreat the fa- 
* your of your hand; but perhaps you 

Vor. Il, C would 
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would not have objected to any man 
* but Mr. Menil ; nor to him, but from 
« a motive which every one muſt ho- 
% nour you for. But ſee— Mr. Menil 
* has engaged himſelf. Now you are 


< free to .choole.” | 
If Mr. Menil will allow me, I will 


ce go down a dance with you; as you 


© ſeem to with not to appear wholly diſ- 


* concerted with Miſs Denby's beha- 
* viour.“ | 
I aſked Menil's permiſſion to dance 


with Miſs Somerville ; which he granted 


readily to me, he ſaid, as I was an en- 
gaged man. Louiſa did not however 
ſeem in ſpirits. No; ſhe thought too 
much on the man whoſe reſemblance I 
wiſh to ſee above all things. I was 
not quite myſelf neither, as Harriet, to 
ſhew her power, flirted moſt intolerably 
with Hilton. 

We danced very little ; rather ſeeming 


inclined to chat. The converſation of 
Louiſa - 
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Louiſa is always inſtructive, and at this 
time ] found it more than uncommonly en- 
tertaining; and if a certain little uneaſineſs 
had not hung upon my ſpirits, I could have 

pronounced my evening an happy one. 
Miſs Denby and ] ſaid very little on 
our return: indeed Charles and Louiſa 
being in the coach prevented us; as I 
never wiſh to publiſh our diſagreements. 
As ſoon as we got home, ſhe retired to 
her apartment; where I wiſh her good 
repoſe; as I will your worſhip ; for I 
am confoundedly ſleepy; which you 
might have perceived perhaps from the 
amazing ſtupidity of my letter. 'As'I 
have ſome paper remaining, I will not 
cloſe here, Who knows but after re- 
poling my wearied hmbs and aching 
head, I may entertain you with ſome 
brilliant dream, or enlivening reality? 
In hopes then that the ſucceeding lines 
will make you rich amends, I will here 
lay aſide my pen. 
| C2 July 
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— 


July 4th. 


O George! I have loſt her! My 
Harriet She is no longer mine. — She 
is gone. Am 1 then forſaken? Is it 
true that ſhe has really gone off with 
Hilton? 

I know not what I vrite.I am dit 
tracted. Could ſhe then ſo highly re- 
ſent ? — Alas! I am all confuſion.— 
My head and heart is diſordered. I was 
to blame. What right had I to con- 
troul her free actions? O!] I have loſt 
her, and loſt her by my own folly. 


Curſe on me for it! 


I have ordered horſes —I will purſu ue 
her to the fartheſt verge of the earth, 
In vain does Somerville attempt to diſ- 
ſuade me from my fixed reſolve. O 
George ! I cannot write I cannot 
think—Madneſs has almoſt ſeized your 


once happy friend | 
Henry MoNnTAGUE. 


L ET. 
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LET TEX UU. 
To Miſs BARBARA LASCELLES. | 


F reeman-Lodge, July 5. | 


INE confuſion here, Bab! your 
friend Harriet has decamped with. 
my little Hilton. To-morrow I pre- 
ſume the time will come, when, accord. 
ing to ſome grey-beard, I know not 
who, tho' they will become one fleſh, 
they will remain two fools. But is Hil- 
ton a fool, you ery ? Why, perhaps not. 
And yet I believe he has not taken care 
to ſecure her fortune: if not, he will be 
rather ſtraitened with the addition of- 
Madame la femme, while his circumſtan- 
ces are ſo derang?. Harriet has made a. 
fine bargain of it. If ſhe would have 
taken my counſel, ſhe would have mar- 
ried Montague; ſhe might have retained 
C.3. Hil- 
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Hilton you know, and have been quite 
the fon immediately, 

I do not pretend even to divine the 
reaſon for your being ſo great an advo- 
cate far his Lordſhip ; but no doubt you 
can aſſign an extremely proper one. 

Perhaps, upon reflection, which you 
know ſeldom troubles my giddy head, 
you may think Lord Hilton may do 


_— ſomething for his friend Capel. I fear, 
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Bab, you are building upon a fandy 
foundation. Let me whiſper you : he 
lately employed all the intereſt he had 
to procure his valet a place in the Ex- 
chequer, but could not ſucceed, 
Lou know I am wholly averſe to your 
marrying Capel : I think it will be the 
ruin of you both, I aſſure you. Nay, 
you have known my ſentiments on the 
affair a great while. 
Lord bleſs me!“ you ſay; *Jet me 

* rub my eyes. Tes, this letter does 
* come from the lively little widow too; 
| « could 
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« I could have ſworn the formal lady 
„Fielding had taken up her pen to 
lead mea lecture as long as my father's 
« rent-roll, or our chaplain's ſermons.” - 
Very true, Bab! My letter ſeems upon 
the humdrum ſtile ; but a woman finds 
an excuſe for every thing, you know. 
My late husband's mother has taken. 
herſelf to an eternal repoſe, and his Lord- 
ſhip inſiſts upon my ſpending a month: 
or two with him—to conſole him. O 
I ſhall be wonderfully ſuited to the taſk, 
no doubt. I intended ſpending ſome 
- little time in this neighbourhood, but 
you ſee even I muſt ſubmit to the high- 
er powers. Sir William Freeman is 
quite unhappy at my being conſtrained 
to leave him ſo ſoon. His Lady ſays as 
much, but means infinitely leſs. She is 
not half pleaſed with me. I care not. 
The viſit was to her husband, not to her. 

O that hideous old caſtle! J wiſh it 
were ſunk in St. George's Channel. I 

| G4 abomle 
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abominate the thoughts of ſacrificing ſo 

much of my precious time to the formal 

old Lord. But it muſt be ſo; as he 

has it ſo largely in his power to increaſe | 

my fortune; or the Devil might conſole ö 

him for his loſs, for 
ISAB ELLA H ENI v. 


L E T TER XXXVI. 
To Miſs HrRBTRT. 

Woodley-Park, July 1 oth. a 
HAVE been prevented writing to 
my Emily; ah! how prevented! by 
the ſtrangeſt incident.—M ſs/ Denby, 
would you think it, 1s gone off to Scot- 
land with Lord Hilton. Sure nothing 
ean equal her baſeneſs to Mr. Montague; 
unleſs his affection to her; tho' he ac- 
knowledges her to be A re his leaſt 
conſideration. 185 — 
They had not for ſome ders before 
the races been on ſuch good terms as 


they ought, conſidering how near they . 
were 
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were being united: tho' certainly 
ſhe muſt long ago have known her in- 
tentions; and indeed, from her late 
behaviour I think it was apparent ſhe 
wanted to quarrel off with him. 

The ſecond race-night Mr, Montague 
danced with me; he had in the ball- 
room a little diſpute with Miſs Denby, 
They ſpoke very ſeldom the whole 
evening. I was exceſſively apprehenſive 
Mr. Montague and Lord Hilton would 
quarrel ; therefore endeavoured to divert 
Mr. Montague's attention from them 
as much as poſſible, by exerting myſelf 
in lively converſation. Thank HO ! 
I ſucceeded. 

The next morning I came into the 
breakfaſt parlour about nine of clock. 
Mr. Montague was there. After the 
com pliments of the day, he asked me to 
play him a ſong he had heard and admi- 
red the day before. I complied with his 
requeſt; for which he was returning me 

C5 his 
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his thanks, in a manner the moſt enga- 
ging and flattering in the world, when a 
ſervant, whom I had deſired to acquaint 
Miſs Denby breakfaſt was ready, came 
Into the room in a violent hurry, ſaying, 
Miſs Denby was not to be found. bs 
Me thought ſhe might have gone only 
to take a walk, and would preſently re- 
turn; I therefore propoſed waiting ſome 
time, in hopes ſhe would join us. But 
in ſhort we were ſoon put out of all 
ſuſpence; for one of the poſtilions in- 
formed James, he ſaw Miſs Denby, at 
four of the clock in the morning, with 
her maid, walking acroſs the park, the 
latter carrying a bundle in her hand. In- 
telligence from another quarter was con- 
veyed to one of the men, that Miſs 
Denby was ſeen on the north road in a 
poſt-chaiſe and four with a gentleman. 
It will be fruitleſs to convey to you 
an idea of the effect this news had on 


poor Montague, or the ſurprize we all 
My 
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My father and brother did all they 
could to compoſe Mr. Montague's ſpi- 
ritss He was determined to follow 
them. He would oblige him to give 
her up, or die in the attempt. I beg- 
ged my brother would uſe every method 
to deter him from putting his raſh 
ſcheme in execution. Ah! who can de- 
ſcribe my agonies leſt he ſhould go. 
My brother told me, he thought my in- 
treaties would be moſt prevalent. I had 
not ſeen him ſince the firſt intelligence 
arrived. In order to gain time, my fa- 
ther propoſed his paying a viſit himſelf 
to Sir Willam Freeman's, previous to 
their following the fugitives ; they hav- 
ing agreed to go all together in purſuit 
of them. Sins 

As ſoon as he ſaw may he cried, O 
« Miſs Somerville what a wretch am 
« I!” His looks and manner had ſuch 
an effect on me, that I could not reſtrain 
my tears. Do you weep ? Do you 

| 9 « ſhed 
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e ſned tears for me? Amiable Louiſa f 
| how much am I indebted to you ! how |; 
. 6 ſhall I ever repay this ſweetneſs ?” 
By laying aſide your fatal inten- 
e tions. O] Mr. Montague, what pur- 
e poſe can it anſwer, but endangering a 
life, too eſtimable to be thus ſported 
« with? Let me intreat you, for the ſake 
* of your noble relations, to have ſome 
i con{ideration for your on ſafety, 
« Think what will be their ſufferings, 
e ſhould any ill conſequences ariſe from 
« your meeting Lord Hilton ?—ill they 
% muſt be! Think how ſuperior will 
Abe their diſtreſs to that which now 
« overwhelms you; ſince you only de- 
7 plore the loſs of an object who has g 
« proved herſelf not only unworthy | 
r your affection, but theirs —Oh/! what 
vill theirs be, when they deplore the 
« loſs of you?” —1 could not proceed for 
my tears and ſobs. 


— — K * e... 
9 * * 


dt. ˙ ůÄu» ]¶ XdAn 


He 


THE FINE LADY. 37 
Ne ſeemed irrefolute. He knew not 
on what to determine. But happily my 
father's viſit to Freeman Lodge took up 
ſo much time as rendered all thoughts of 
overtaking them entirely vain: and my 
father had previouſly engaged his word 
of honour that he would not ſet off with - 


out him. 

Juſt after my father __— Mr. 
M.iontague ſtarted and was going to leave 
the room in a violent hurry. Terrified 
leſt he ſhould elude our wiſhes, I ſtep- 
ped up to him, and, taking both his 
hands in mine, begged him to compoſe 
- himſelf. I inſtantly dropped them, find- 
ing they burnt like fire: Indeed his 
countenance plainly evinced he was great- 
ly indiſpoſed. With ſome difficulty we 


_ _ * prevailed on him to loſe a little blood, 


which was highly beneficial to him; 
tho? {till he diſcovered great propenſity 


to a fever. 
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My brother, -O! how my heart thank- 
ed him !--behaved to kim with the utmoſt 
tenderneſs: Said ſo many ſweet con- 
ſoling things: Never leaving him an 
inſtant after he went to bed, which he 
was obliged to do immediately after 
bleeding. He got no reſt that night; 
and in the morning was much worſe. 
Doctor Bladen who attended him, told 
him his ſpeedy recovery depended en- 
tirely on his own efforts; but if he 
continued to give way to the deſpon- 
dence which firſt ſeized him, no one 
could be anſwerable for the conſequence. 

My father, with his uſual humanity _ 
and good-ſenſe, uſed every method of 95 
comfort: tho* he himſelf ſuffered not 
a little. He loved Miſs Denby for her 
father's ſake; and was ſenſibly affected 
at the imprudent ſtep ſhe had taken. Im- 
prudent, it can only be ſtiled as to her 
marriage with Lord Hilton; but when 
we reflect on her conduct to Mr. Monta- 

gue, 
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gue, what terms can be uſed to give a 
comprehenſive idea of the flagrancy of 
it? 

I performed the office of nurſe to this 
moſt amiable injured man. Ah! how 
delightfully were my pains repaid when 
I ſaw him recover, and heard him repeat 
his recovery was owing to my diligent 
attendance and ſalutary converſations! - 

One day that my father and brother 
were obliged to be abſent on ſome coun- 
try-buſineſs, I prevailed on Mr. Monta- 
gue to repoſe himſelf on a ſopha, as he 
had complained of not ſleeping in the 
night; to ſooth him to reſt, I took up a 
book; my reading had the deſired ef- 
fect. After a ſweet ſleep of two hours 
he awaked greatly refreſhed. 

I could not help expreſſing my extreme 
ſatisfaCtion at finding him fo much bet- 
ter. What a heart is yours,“ cned © 
he, taking my hand, *that could be thus 
« affected by my illneſs! What muſt it 

I not 
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© not have endured had I been the object 
te of your affe7ion?” I averted my crim- 
ſoned face, and with ſome difficulty 
replied, My heart can make no dif- 
ce tinction in diſtreſs. Every object that 
« merits compaſſion muſt be the ſole ob- 


« ject of a tender mind.” 
My brother's return prevented him 


from faying any more ; and relieved me 


from a ſtate eaſily conceived. 
O! my Emily! I can hardly deſcribe 


to you the feelings of my heart. Miſs 
Denby 1s now married. But what does 
that ſignify ? 1 never have yet formed a 
wiſh or hope. Am I then beginning to 
deceive mylelf ? Ah! fave me, my be- 
loved friend, by thy counſels, from falling 
into the fatal error of ſelf-deception ! 
Ah! let me not, ſelf-deluded, feel yet 
greater anguiſh. than which at preſent 


rends the heart of thy | 
Louisa SOMERVILLE ! 


LET'TER 
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LETTER XXXVIL 


To Henry MonTacue, Eg; 
Oak-hill, July 9. 
Y dear Harry, I waited for a let- 


L ter from you, before I ventured 
to write to you; merely becauſe I knew 
not in what mode of ſtyle to addreſs you 
whether in the congratulatory, which 
I was rather inclined to I confeſs—or in 
the melancholy one of condolance. How- 
ever, as you now ſeem to view your diſ- 
appointment in a rational and true light, 
I ſhall have no fear before my oy of 
incurring your diſpleaſure. 

The woman who could act by a man 
of worth and honour, as Miſs Denby has 
by you, is, in my mind, and I ſincerely 
hope in your's, an object too deſpicable 
to give pain for a long ſcaſun. 

My obligations to your true friends 
at Woodley-park, I ſhall ever remember 
with 


* Mr. Montague's letter is omitted. 
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amiable Fanny bleſſed me with her hand. 
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with gratitude, for preventing you from 
following the unworthy fugitives, My 
dear Montague | where could have been 
the uſe of ſuch a raſh and futile proceed- 
ing? You could not ſuppoſe he would 
give her up; and if he did, could you 
have forced her to have been your's ? 
Thank God! Thank God! She is not! 
No; my friend! I hope there is in ſtore 
for you much greater happineſs than was 
ever in the power of a vile coquet to 
diſpenſe, Yet, in that proſpect there 
is a myſterious cloud: One that has 
lately appeared. Before, I had not a 
doubt.—But J muſt know your ſenti- 
ments before I riſk my opinion. | 
Is your heart ſufficiently at eaſe to re- 
ceive pleaſure in hearing thatevery wiſh of 
your friend's heart is accompliſhed. How' 
vain that queſtion! Pardon me, Mon- 
tague, for aſking it. Laſt Tueſday I 
was made the happieſt of men. My 


Q 
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O Montague! what felicity can equal 
mine]! What a change has a few months 
made in my ſituation ! Reduced at one 
time to deep deſpair, I was almoſt temp 
ted to counter- act the deſigns of the Al- 
mighty, and deprive myſelf of a being 
grown hateful to me. Had I put my 
raſh and wicked reſolution in practice 

I ſhudder at the horrid idea—what, and 
where had I been now? Plunged into 
endleſs miſery to ſhun limited grief, for 
that conſolation amidſt all our troubles. 
we have that they muſt end with our 
lives,—I ſhould have miſſed the joys 
Heaven had in ſtore for me on earth, by 
baſely flying from them. 

My uncle has behaved kindly to me 
on this occaſion, He has made over to 
me five hundred a year to enable me 
to make a ſuitable ſettlement on my be- 
loved. 3 
At preſent we are with him; I think 
he ſeems unwilling to part with us: but 

I would 
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I would by no means live continually: 
with him. There is a pretty ſpot about 


| fifteen miles from hence, which I believe 


I ſhall rent, if I can get it on reaſon- 
able terms. When I am ſettled, I hope 
] ſhall be favoured with your company. I 
do not think it wilt be a wiſe plan for 
you to go to Bellefont, as the fight 
of the preparations for a certain event. 
may recall unpleaſing reflections. There- 
fore I wiſh you not to go there at pre- 
ſent. Your ſtay at Woodley will I ſup- 
poſe be very ſhort now, as the purpoſe. 


| has failed for which you became a viſiter. 


Indeed, my dear Harry,. you had bet-. 
ter come to us directly. My uncle be- 
haves much better than he uſed to do; 
and I think we can by our mutual endea- 
vours divert you. My ſweet Fanny has. 
the higheſt eſteem for you, becauſe you 
are my friend, abſtracted from your per- 

ſonal 
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ſonal merit. But that you know already, 
as well as that I am faithfully your's, 


GEorGE LENOx. 


* ** 1 uk. —_— — — 
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LETTER XXXIX. 
To Miſs BARBARA LASCELLES. 
Berwick, July 8. 
RGED by you I have taken a 
haſty ſtep—the grave-ones may 
call it a raſh one. Let them ſtile it 
as they will, it is done: and as Monimia 
expreſſes it, 
I have bound up a weight of cares, 
* And how the burthen will be borne, none knows.“ 
Perhaps neither can I give any very 
good reaſon for my actions; well then, 
IJ have the world on my fide ſtill : few 
I believe, even of the very ſagacious, can 
always aſſign juſt ones. 
I ſuppoſe you will have no difficulty in 
divining my meaning; as the date of 
-6 my 
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my letter, and my ſentiments when 1 
faſt wrote, might inform you of what my 


intentions would produce. 

I wonder how my flight was received 
at Woodley : If you ſhould have heard, 
I with you would inform me by letter, 
which, if you direct according to the in- 
cloſed addreſs, will reach me. | 

But is it not time to ſay ſomething of 
my Lord? He is at preſent all I can wiſh 
him. Ah! Bab, Montague would never 
have made ſuch an husband as I find in 
him, 

I am a little perplexed about my future 
proceedings. It will be abſolutely neceſ- 
ſary to write or ſend to Woodley, not 


only for my cloaths, of which I have not 


plenty with me, but to know if my guar- 
dian will give up any part or the whole of 
my fortune. Lord Hilton has not men- 
tioned the leaſt hint about it. He ſeems 
to think he poſſeſſes the whole world in 


me. How different our union from the 
| mer- 
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mercenary one planned by Montague 
How ſick was I of his odious parch- 
ments, &c. |! 

My dear Bab, I wiſh you and your little 
Capel were with us, What an enchant- 
ing partie quarie we ſhould make] But 
the Fates decreed I ſhould paſs the Rubi- 
con before your Ladyſhip. A propos, 
I am not a little pleaſed with my new 
title, I aſſure you. Your ſober mortals 
may preach what they will about trifles ;. 
for my part, I think title, rank and 
wealth very great eſſentials, and worth 
taking a long journey for. 

Believe me, dear Bab, your devoted, 
&c. 


HARRIET HIL rox. 


My dear fellow preſents his love, and 
kiſſes your fair hands. 


L E T- 
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LETTER AL 


To Captain CAPEL. 
Berwick, July 8th. 


Y affair with Harriet Denby is 
moſt happily accompliſhed ; and 
you may invoke the Muſes to enable you 
to compoſe an epithalamium as ſoon as 
you pleaſe; for I am already put in full 
poſſeſſion of the above Lady, and I 
Hope to touch ker fortune ſoon, or the 
devil take me if I would have touched 
her perſon—in the matrimonial meaning 
of the word I would wiſh to be under- 
ſtood. 

You never ſaw ſuch an adoring huſ- 
band as I make. Husband ! I am the 
humble lover yet. But thank God | that 
need not laſt always. Tho' I do not 
mean to take up the part of a tyrant nei- 
cher; yet an abject ſubmiſſion will never 
do with my charmer, were I inclined to 
place 
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place myſelf under petticoat-government. 
Montague loſt his chance with her, by 
letting her perceive the aſcendancy ſhe 
had over him. 

Capricious as ſhe is, I certainly ſhould 
never have gained her, had it not been 
for the ingenious intelligence Bab uſed 
now-and-then to give me of Montague's 
intentions ; when, God knows, ſhe was as 
ignorant of them as ſhe was of your's 
with reſpect to herſelf, Faith, Ned, it 
will never do. Upon my ſoul, you had 
better ſtrike a bold ſtroke, and attack 
the widow. Curſe me, if I do not think 
her advice to Bab, againſt marrying you, 
is becauſe ſhe has a penchant for you her- 
ſelf. That old ſcoundrel Laſcelles will 
never give you a farthing with the girl, 
if you run off with her, or ſuffer her to 
run away with you, which ſeems moſt 


likely; for ſhe is a fine forward row 


egad 
Vol. II. D She 
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She has, to be ſure, a great deal of 
vivacity ; which by the bye ſhe borrows 
chiefly from Lady Bell. But ſhe has not 
beauty enough to attract the notice of any 
great man, whereby you might get ad- 
vanced, even if you could ſubmit to be 
ſo advanced. 8 | 
It will give you no favourable idea of 
me, in the character of a husband, to 
hear me in the firſt week diſcommending 
matrimony z but in your caſe I think it 
will be blameable and impolitic. If in- 
deed you was deeply in love with the girl, 
and ſhe capable of entertaining the 
ſame ſtrength of paſſion for you, you 
might retire upon half- pay; and what 
her father might, on. your good behavi- 
our, be induced to allow you, with your 
great ſtock of affection, would perhaps 
procure you a decent ſubſiſtence. But 
look into yourſelves, and you will diſco- 
ver the motives, for the gratification of 
which you would both marry : you, for 
ten 
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ten thouſand pounds, if you could get 
them, to enable you to ſupport your 
figure in the beau monde, and to provide 
for your favourite Sultana ; ſhe, to be 
freed from the reſtraints of her family- 
connexions, and to exhibit her perſon at 
every public place, —flirting with every 
coxcomb, and taking every faſhionable 
method of breaking her huſband's heart, 
if he cared ſixpence for her. Have I not 
defined your mutual reaſons for entering 
into the holy ſtate of matrimony * And 
are not theſe the reigning reaſons for 
every one's marrying ? True, Ned, your 
queſtion is appoſite enough :—but you 

will miſs the ten thouſand pounds; and 
what will you do with the girl ? ; 
Now with your humble ſervant the 
caſe is widely different. My help-meet 
muſt, when of age, be put in poſſeſſion 
of her fortune. Perhaps, as old Somer- 
ville is a man of honour, he will give it 
up before: — that ſerves nearly to redeem 
D 2 my 
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my eſtate, which at preſent 1s in a moſt 


curſed confuſed way. Abſtracted from 


title, which is one of my wife's ruling 
paſſions, Montague would have been ten 
times a better match. But I have nothing 
to do with her motives. —She is mine. I 


have her ſafe. 

Faith, Ned, ſhe is a charming crea- 
ture. But there wants the heart to render 
our intercourſes with women truly de- 
lightful. It would ſurpriſe moſt people, 
to be told, a young Lady ſhould take 
ſuch immenſe pains to marry a fellow; 
break thro* the moſt ſolemn engagements 
with another; and all this without being 
in love with her husband.—And yet this 
is certainly the ſtate of the caſe. I am 
ſure ſhe never yet knew what it was to 
love any man. If I take the trouble 
then, I may become the object of her 
paſſion, —But why ſhould I, when every 


purpoſe is ſufficiently anſwered ? 
She 
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She is a ſtrange, inconſiſtent, lovely wo-- 
man. But ſhe has forty thouſand pounds, 
you rogue.—That ſum will procure me 


pleaſures enough. 
When you ſee Lucy, preſent my ten 


dereſt wiſhes to her. I hope we ſhall ſoon 
meet. Tell her, ſhe is dearer to me than 
ever. I mean tho' to write to her very 
ſoon. Your's, 

| HiLToN, 


LETTER XII. 


To Miſs SOMERVILLE. | 
Herbert-hall, July 1oth. 

HE very beſt news I have heard 4 

long while, Why this is as it 


ſhould be. Thank Heaven] my prayers 


have prevailed. TI adore Hilton for the 
part he has ated. He will have enough 
of his wife, I make no doubt, 

I was never half fo well pleaſed in my 
life, O my loved Louiſa! I ſhall yet ſee 


D 3 you 
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you happy. Montague has ever profeſſed 
the higheſt ſenſibility of your merit, and 
now, that the faſcinating Harriet is re- 
moved, he will do more —he will love 
8 27 
Lou may now, my dear, indulge your 
ſo painfully-concealed attachment; may 
now expect to meet a reward for your 
ſufferings. Ah! do not fear to look 
forward to hope, joyful hope 

My attendance on my grandmother, 
who has been for ſome time indiſpoſed, 
prevents my writing more at preſent. In- 
deed, for what purpoſe ſhould I write? 
I can ſay nothing but what you are al- 
ready acquainted with; for to tell you, 
my heart rejoices in your happineſs at all 
times, and that my beſt wiſhes are your's, 


is nothing new. Let me then go to my 
nurſery, and you reſt with the above 


affurances. 
EMILYV HERBERT. 


1. 
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L'ETTER XL 


To Lady HL rox. 
Woodley-park, July 19th. 
Mapam, 


A MONG the congratulations of a 
ſelf-applauding heart, permit me 
to intrude mine. 

The long friendſhip which ſubſiſted 
between your father and me, a friendſhip 
which induced him to conſign you over 
to me at his death, ſufficiently authoriſes 
me to deliver my ſentiments to you with- 
out reſerve. 3 

It pains my aged heart to think I 
muſt addreſs the - daughter of my 
friend, in a ſtile leſs tender than I 
would uſe to my own child. But you, 
Madam, have thrown me off. You 
have deſpiſed the counſels of age. - May 
you never repent your abuſing my confi- 
dence, or your inconſtancy, to give it 

D 4 no 
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no harſher title, to the moſt amiable of 
men |! 2 

The conduct of your Ladyſhip,—it is 
fitting you ſhould have your title, as you 


have purchaſed it at the price of your 


truth and plighted vows—mulſt ever, in 
the eye of the impartial world, be repre- 
henſible. Had not Mr. Montague's be- 
haviour to you been ſtrictly conſiſtent 
with a man of honour, — had you openly 
and candidly confeſſed to me, in our laſt 
converſation on that ſubject, that your 
heart did not feel a return of affection 
far that gentleman ; had you not told 
me, on your honour, Lord Hilton was 
under engagements to Miſs Laſcelles, 
fome excuſe might have been alledged for 
your proceedings. But what extenuation, 
let me afk Lady Hilton, can ſhe plead, 
to exculpate her from the allegation of 
breaking her faith to the man who loved 
her, and whom ſhe profeſſed to love? 


betraying her veracity and word of ho- 
ROUr 
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nour to her guardian, and robbing her 
boſom-friend of a lover. Theſe, Ma- 
dam, are heavy charges, and true. I 
write with an energy you may ſtile the 
impertinent eagerneſs of old age; but I 
am deeply wounded by the very impru- 
dent part you have ſo recently ated. My 
honour is wounded, I was your gua- 
ranty, and looked on myſelf as anſwer. 
able for your conduct. You have thought 
proper to withdraw yourſelf from my 
protection. I was inveſted by your ho- 
noured father with the diſpoſition of your 
fortune; but that, I think, I have no long- 
er a right to manage. No, Madam, as 
you. have diſpoſed of your perſon, you 
are at full liberty to do the ſame by your 
property. I reſign all right entirely to it. 

But yet, for the ſake of my old friend, 
I would willingly give you one piece of 
advice; and as it will be the laſt I ſhall 
ever offer, and I believe the firſt you 


ever followed, I would wiſh you not to 
D 5 reject 
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reject it; it is this: I mean to deliver over 
notes to the amount of forty thouſand 
pounds, together with the intereſt ſince 
your father's deceaſe, to yourſelf. I do 
not imagine his Lordſhip has made any 
ſettlement on you—In favour to him, we 
will ſuppoſe he was too much in love, to 
think of money-matters, and your Lady- 
ſhip too much in haſte to give him time. 
Yet, altho' your confidence in him was ſo 
unlimited, I fancy you will think it ne- 
ceſſary to ſecure ſomething for yourſelf; 
which, with your fortune in your own 
hands, you will be enabled to do. 

I believe, Madam, you will do me the 
Juſtice to think IT have given you my diſ- 
intereſted advice ; yet, if you do not, I 
can acquit my own conſcience, and re- 
main ſatisfied with my own integrity, 

I hope likewiſe you do not think 1 
mean to depreciate the merit of your 
Lord. God forbid I ſhould ſeek to leſ- 


ſen 


1 
1 
1 
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ſen the man in your eyes, for whom you 
have ſacrificed ſo much. 


I remain, Madam, 
Your humble ſervant, 


C. SOMERVILLE. 


— * 


LETTER ASC 
7 Georce LENOx, E/. 


Woodley-Park, June 20. 

Rejoice in your felicity, my dear Le- 

nox, as much as I ſhould have done 

in my own. Nay, I think the know- 

ledge of your happineſs has made me happy. 

feel all my diſappointments alleviated 

I by that knowledge: yet do I find a little 
allay to the pleaſure your invitation would 
otherwiſe have given me, had you not 
made it on the ſeeming impropriety of 
my continuing here, now, as you ſay, 
the purpoſe for which I became a viſitor 
bas failed. True, I am really no ac- 
quaintance of this family, but thro' the 
D 6 means 
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means of Miſs Denby. Lenox! my 
hand can trace her name without trem- 
bling. Have I not gained a victory? 
But would ĩt not be the higheſt ingra- 
ritude to quit a family, to whom I have 
ſuch obligations ;—who have treated me 
with the tenderneſs of a relation, during 
an indiſpoſition occaſioned by a ſevere 
diſappointment ; — to whoſe attentions 
and kindneſs I am indebted for the re- 


turn of health and peace? And does 


Lenox, the friend and monitor of my 
heart, counſel me to leave this family ab- 
ruptly — becauſe they cannot be ſervice- 
able in the purpoſe which introduced 


them to my acquaintance? 


Oh! did you know what balm to my 
aching heart only the converſation, mild 
as the vernal ſpring, of the gentle com- 
paſſionating Louiſa has beſtowed, you 
would not urge me to quit ſcenes which 


may recall unpleaſing refleftions, you 


ſay: but in reality they do not. I am 
Ef 3 every 
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every day more convinced that Miſs 
Denby never could have made me happy. 
Thank Heaven ! ſhe has not, or ſhall 
ever make me miſerable. 

With the form of an angel, her ſoul is 
a common ſoul. But I ſeek not to de- 
velope her frailties; I want not to know 
them, to ſteel my heart againft the re- 
membrance of her charms. I am whole 
hours without ever thinking on her. Yet 
ſurely this does not proceed from a natu- 
ral inconſtancy in my nature. No, I am 
ſure it does not, but from a conviction 
of her unworthineſs, and, let me add, a 
- ſenſibility of the extremeſt merit in the 
moſt amiable of women. I wiſh you had 
ſeen the care, the moſt affectionate care, 
of the ſweet Louiſa. O Lenox! what 
an angelic creature ſhe is! I never, ne- 
ver can forget what I owe her. 

I can account for her affliction at my 
diſtreſs and illneſs no otherwiſe than from 
the natural goodneſs of her benign heart; 


for 
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for that little incident I mentioned to 
you of the picture, convinces me I can 
have no greater ſhare in her-breaſt than 
friendſhip. But a friendſhip how exalted ! 
Happy the man who can call her his 
friend! To be friend to ſuch a woman 
ſecures us the intereſt of all the virtues. 


7 — —— —_—_— 


—_ — 


BUT ſhould I, juſt recovered from 
the faſcinating charms of alluring beauty, 
fall a ſacrifice to ineſtimable worth? 
Should the mental qualifications of an 
amiable woman draw my ſoul in ſoft 
bondage, herſelf only capable of a re- 
turn of friendſhip ? Could I be con- 
tent with friendſhip ?—Alas! I fear not. 
No, Lenox; I was born for ſocial life. 
The matrimonial life is the only life 
worth calling ſo. Muſt I, becauſe diſ- 
appointed in my firſt view, entirely lay 
my plan afide, and remain for ever com- 
fortleſs and aloge, becauſe my intended 

wife 


m_ ” * 
EL — r x hy 
ERA * 2 * 8 * 


THE FINE LADY. 63 


wife deſerted me? Yes, I will marry, 
but when, or whom, is yet in the breaſt 
of Fate. 


* * * 


MY ſiſters have each written to me. 
They ſcruple not to congratulate me on 


my eſcape: they do more; they ar- 


dently wiſh I may be ſoon united to a 
more deſerving woman, and deſcribe 
Miſs Somerville in terms which, to thoſe 
who know her not, would ſound flatter- 
ing. I ſhall anſwer both letters in one, 
as I cannot make uſe of a brotherly ex- 
preſſion which each do not equally de- 
ſerve. 

Mr. Somerville has wrote to Lady 
Hilton. I think, if ſhe is not wholly 
diveſted of feeling, ſome parts of his 
letter will touch her heart. I am how- 
ever totally incurious what effect it has 
on her. I wiſh her happy, but ne- 
ver wiſh to have an opportunity of tel- 

ling 
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ling her fo. I am ſure you will commend 


me for not ſceking her company. I wiſh 
not to put it in the power of the capri- 
cious deity to vex me more on her ac- 
count. 

Your's, 


HENRY MoNnTAGUE. 


Li TT I E R XLIV. 


To the Right Honourable the Counteſſes of 
BENTIcK and CHESTER. 


Woodley-park, July 21, 

| gives me a ſenſible pleaſure, amidſt 
my diſappointments, that my deareſt 
ſiſters mingle their commendations with 
their affectionate regard for my welfare. 
You approve of my conduct. Be 
aſſured that my placidity 1s not affected. 
My heart is abſolutely more at eaſe now 
than for ſome weeks before our final ſe- 


paration. 


1 agree 


THE FINE LAUT.  @s 

I agree with my dear Lady Bentick that 
I had made a wrong choice; and I adore 
my dear Lady Cheſter for the delicacy 
of her compliment, and the ſhare the 
amiable Louiſa has in it. Indeed it is 
that ſhare, which makes it valuable : com- 
pliments are unneceſſary between faithful 
friends and dear relatives. It is my hap- 
pineſs, my boaſt, that I ſtand in both 
theſe ſituations to the worthy perſons, 
to whom I am writing. 

With what an agreeable facility you 
ladies overcome all obſtacles ! You form 
awiſh; and inſtantly ſee it accompliſhed— 
in your own imaginations. Ah! my 
good liſters, your ſagacity I fear will re- 
main doubtful. I own that Miſs Somer- 
ville's friendſhip for me is lively and ſin- 
cere: without the imputation of vanity 
I may own this, for various have been 
the teſtimonies ſhe has honoured me 
with; but, at the ſame time I tell you 
this, I muſt likewue tell you, I can expect 
no 
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no more than friendſhip. I am con- 


vinced her heart has been long engaged; 


but to whom is a ſetret. Senſible, pru- 
dent and diſcreet, ſhe has perhaps made 
a choice ſhe dares not diſcover. Per- 
haps ſhe has given her heart to ſome baſe, 
ſordid wretch. Something of this kind 
muſt be the caſe, or the known induk 
gence of her father would prompt her 
to diſcloſe that ſecret, which preys upon 
her peace, and undermines her health. 


Sweet, gentle Loviſa! May thou be 


bleſt with the man whoſe picture thou con- 
templateſt; and may he feel for thee as 
exalted a friendſhip as I do, joined to as 
tender a paſſion as thou indulgeſt for him |! 

But even if the heart of this amiable 


woman was not engaged, have you not, 


have you not, my dear ſiſters, overlooked 
a neceſſary kind of delicacy in the wiſhed- 
for circumſtance before us? My grati- 
tude, though great, will not permit me 
to overlook it; nor would you, I am 

; ſenſible, 
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ſenſible, was not the ſiſterly affection 
you both honour me with ſo extenſive as 
to overcome every other conſideration. 
Would there not be ſome reaſon to con- 
jecture, —lovely as Louiſa is,—that I 
married, as ſome are faid to do, through' 
motives of revenge? Ah! I would not 
bear to have my love for my wife, be 
ſhe who ſhe will, ſuſpected. Even then, 
if Miſs Somerville would be induced to 
| honour me with her hand, I think this 
event could never be effected. My wife 
mult be convinced from reaſon and plau- 
ſibility, that ſhe is ſole empreſs of my 
heart. She muſt, ſhe ſhall have no 
doubts. 

You will tell me, as Lenox does, 
that I ought not to ſtay longer at Wood- 
ley. Upon my honour I am apprehenſive 


I muſt ſubſcribe to your opinion : the 
firſt time I found difficulty in not diſſent- 
ing from it. It is certainly expoſing 
myſelf to temptation. Friendſhip and 

7 love. 
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love are nearly allied. Perhaps I may 
find myſelf in the labyrinths of the one, 
while I fancy I am only ſtraying in the 
ſmooth paths of the other. 

If I can then, I will retire from this 
charming place—for charming it is, ab- 
{tracted from its inhabitants, — and ſeek 
a peaceful refuge either with my amiable 
ſiſters, or with my worthy friend: but I 
promiſe you, if Mr. Somerville ſhould 
be importunate, or if the gentle Louiſa 
ſhould with one glance of her dove- like 
eyes requeſt my ſtay, I muſt ſtill remain 
their gueſt. 

You, my dear ſiſters, will excuſe it, as 
well as the many inconſiſtencies inherent 
to your brother. In his affection how- 
ever to his dear Maria and Charlotte, 
he will be ever invariably the ſame, 


HENRY MonTacus, 


L E T- 
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LETTER MET. 
To Miſs HERBERT. 


Woodley-park, July 27. 
E is going, Emily! He will no 

4 longer be our gueſt! Ah! how 
ſhall I ſupport his abſence? How ac- 
* cuſtom myſelf not to ſee him © every 
day and all the day?“ No longer to 
behold him as an inmate of our houſe--- 
O Emily, Emily! wonder not that my 
heart melts at the approaching ſepara- 
tion. I am unable to dwell upon the 
idea. 

The laſt fortnight Mr. Montague, 
being quite recovered, went off plea- 
ſantly. Indeed I thought ſome days of 
it the happieſt I had ever known. But 
it does not ſignify, Emily; Wr IS 
not for me. 


This day as we were fitting after 
dinner know not how it was brought 
about— 


— — 
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about, Mr. Montague mentioned ſome- 
thing about travelling — you know 
Charles is going to join the regiment--He 
aſked my brother if he would call on 
him either at Lord Bentick's or Mr. 
Lenox's, © You are not going to leave 
« us, Mr. Montague?” aſked my father. 
J have been a long time an intruder, 
15 my dear Mr. Somerville; It is now 
« fit I ſhould put an end to my viſit: 
but I ſhall quit your houſe with ſome 
e regret I own, and with a breaſt filled 
« with the utmoſt gratitude for the 
«© many favours I have received: on 
« Monday I propoſed taking my leave 
of your family.“ 

While he was ſpeaking, my labour- 
ing heart ſcarcely beat; I felt all confu- 
ſion My ſenſes ſeemed going My eye- 
ſight left me — and a peach I was pairing 
for him dropped from my trembling 
hands. Happily I recovered myſelf be- 


fore I had attracted the notice of any 
one. 


* 


* 
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one. O Emily! though I beſought the 
Almighty not to give my ſoul up to 
ſelt-deluſion, yet I fear I am become a 
facrifice to it, His behaviour ever 
tender —— has for this week paſt been 
ſo flatteringly diſtinguiſhing ; his looks, 
his actions ſo pleaſingly engaging. —— 
Emily! I am loſt! Delivered over a 
prey to endleſs miſery. 

When he has left us, that tender friend- 
ſhip, which now I believe he entertains 
for me, will be loſt in the endeavours of 
his friends to fix his affections on ſome 
amiable woman, who may teach him 
to loſe all remembrance of the faithleſs 
Miſs Denby. 

A round of pleaſures will obliterate 
from his mind thoſe hours we have 
lately paſſed, —— Thoſe tender acts of 
friendſhip, which we have mutually ex- 
changed, will be worn, with the image 
of Louiſa, from his memory. After 
having lived' ſo many weeks together, 

2 we 
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we ſhall only be common acquaintance. 
Perhaps he may now-and-then pay us 
a ſhort viſit; but Oh! my Emily! will 
that, can that ſatisfy a heart like mine ? 
But while I am pouring out my com- 
Plaints to you, I am anticipating this 
dreaded ſeparation, by loſing ſo many 
moments—now how precious !—of his 
company. I leave you then, my Emily; 
but I only leave you for him—and-for 
him I would leave lite with pleaſure. 


Adieu! 


Lovisa SOMERVILLE. 


ww” 


LETTER XLVI. 
To GEORGE Lznox E/q. 


Bentick-houſe, July 3e. 


ERE I am, George, after taking 
leave of a family to whom I think 


| myſelf highly indebted, Upon my ſoul! 


I never 
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{ never was more ſoftened in my life 
when I took the laſt look at Woodley. 
I could almoſt ſay, with my favourite 
Shenſtone, © My path I could ſcarcely 
diſcern.” But you know I am rather 


of a tender nature, not like Othello un- 
uſed to the melting mood.” Well, faith! 


there is ſomething in parting from thoſe 
we eſteem very touching. I never liked 
it in my life; and was never more ſen- 
ſible of it than in this laſt inſtance. 

I wiſh I had gone quietly to Belle- 
font. I am totally unfit for company; 


and all the world is here. That eter- 
nal old prating Lady Fitz-Thomas makes 


me mad. She for ever ſingles me out 
for to exerciſe, her everlaſting pro- 
penſity to drive ſilence out of the world; 


then there is that affected coquet, Lady 


Mary Saunders, ever upon the watch 
to ſurprize one's heart, by a childiſh ſim- 
per, or diſcovering ſome charm or other 


by attempting to be familiar. Theſe I 


You, II. . mortall y 
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mortally hate ; but I curſe Ned Bentick 
by the hour in my heart for continually 
talking of Louiſa Somerville. He is 
every moment praiſing her; as if no one 
could ſee beauties in her but himſelf. It 
gives me the higheſt pleaſure to hear my 
ſiſters laviſh commendations on her. —1I 
cannot expreſs the ſatisfaction their praiſe, 
ſo properly beſtowed, conveys ; but when 
Ned joins them, I wiſh him at the devil 
very devoutly. 

How inſipid does the converſation of 
this ſenſeleſs tribe appear to me, after 
the genuine undifſembled worth of the 
ſweet Louiſa! Modeſt, mild, edifying, 
in her converſation. Would to Heaven 
I had not left Woodley, or could return 
to it with propriety ! 


— . ũͤ—nD. 


Auguſt iſt. 
MY ſiſters want to perſwade me to 


make an offer of my hand to Miſs Somer- 
ville, The palpitation of my heart at 
| their 
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their propoſition ſufficiently diſcovered 
that I ſhould do it no great violence in 
thus diſpoſing of it. But have I not 
abundant reaſon to ſuppoſe that the 
heart of this lovely maid has already 
made its election? Can I, while I have 
reaſon to believe this to be the caſe, with 
any degree of propriety make- an offer 
of myſelf? So, is it nor courting diſap- 
pointment? And would it not be con- 
veying pain to her gentle boſom? Ah! 
Lenox | then I muſt be filent.—l agree 
with you—now that you have put me 
in mind of a thouſand trifling incidents. 
which, while I was under the faſcination 
of ' Harriet, paſſed by unheeded — that 
Louiſa has given many, proofs of a very 
lively friendſhip for me. The circum- 
ſtance of her fainting at Vauxhall—and 
her many attentions would have created 
very flattering hopes in my breaſt, had 
I not been convinced of her attachment 


elſewhere by her carrying about her 
E 2 the 
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the picture of a lover for nothing leſs 
it could be. I do not ſay it is impoſſible 
fer a lady to wear the picture of a man 
without being in love with him; but it 
is very improbable that a woman of Miſs 
Somerville's ſentiments ſhould ; and for 
this obvious reaſon, becauſe ſhe is by 
much too generouſly-prineipled to give 
the ſlighteſt encouragement to any man 
whom ſhe cannot love. She has within 
the courſe of a few months refuſed three 
advantageous offers. To what are we 
to-attribute theſe refuſals from a young 
lady who profeſſes to honour the marri- 
age ſtate, but to a prior engagement ?-- 
But then, to whom can ſhe be engaged? 
The purity of her ſpotleſs ſoul, I am 
ſure, would not permit her to carry on 
any clandeſtine affair of this kind. And 
what man 1s there—howeyer exalted— 
to whom her virtues would not give ho- 
nour ? But it appears to me that the 
eharming, accompliſhed, heavenly-mind- 
ed 


4 
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ed Louiſa loves without hope. O George 
is it fitting that the canker-worm ſhould 
feed on her damaſk cheek ? Pſhaw! 
I am interrupted by that old hag again, 
She will never let me be at quiet a mo- 
ment. To be ſure I muſt be writing to 
1 ſome favourite lady. Ah! I cannot 
ſtay—ſhe will be in, in an inſtant. Adieul 


Auguſt 3d. 
TWO or three more converſations 
of the like ſort, with that I have juſt 
now held with Maria and Charlotte, wil} 
moſt inconteſtibly ſend me packing to 
Woodley, I muſt have a trial of ſkill 
with this hidden lover of Miſs Somer- - 


ville's. 
| Lady Cheſter ſays, . from laying a all 
} circumſtances together, . ſhe is of opi- 


nion that Louiſa is in much the ſame 
predicament as I was ſometime ago; 
E 3 that 
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that is, inſlaved by a paſſion for an un- 
worthy object: but that as my paſſion 
prevented not my being highly ſenſible 
of Miſs Somerville's merit, ſo her parti- 
ality has yet left her heart open to 
friendſhip, —a friendſhip, which, joined 
to her evident ſtruggles againſt the in- 
dulgence of her ill- placed paſſion, may 
produce ſimilar feelings to thoſe which I 
now experience. In ſhort, ſhe ſays ſhe 
has great reaſon on her ſide; and faith ! 
I have ſome pre/entiment ſhe has between 
you and I. At leaſt I am but where I 
am; for I have no doubt of forfeiting 
the valued friendſhip of the amiable girl. 
As this matter now ſtands, if you 
have a mind to diſplay your rhetoric 
in an elaborate letter, to perſwade me 
to follow what you have a ſecret know- 
ledge is more agreeable to my own incli- 
nations, now is your time to put in 
for the palm of glory. The memory of 
Cicero and Demoſthenes will be no more 
thought 


E es Sn a een 
oy » 


THE FINE LADY. 79 


thought of; and our modern orators 
Sheridan and Foote will hang their heads, 
conſcious of inferiority, In ſhort, you 
ſee I give you an opportunity of immor- 
talizing your fame, of which you can 
have no doubt, as your fiat 1s to be pro- 
nounced by 


HENRY MoNTACUR. 


— 


LETTER XLVII. 


To GkORCE LIENOx, E/; 

Aug. 14th. 
JF OUR oratory, my friend, has 
prevailed ; and your fame is eſta- 
bliſhed throughout all ages. You really 
took more pains than were neceſſary. I 
am on the wing for Woodley. I apprized 
Mr. Somerville of my being obliged to 
come and look at an eſtate, which a: 
friend of mine wanted to purchaſe in his 
neighbourhood, and that his great civi- 
lity to me induced me to hope he would 
E 4 not 
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not be diſpleaſed if I ſpent a day or two 
with him for that purpoſe. - This note I 
ſent off this morning by Robert, who is 
to bring me an anſwer hither at the 
George-inn at M.—where I am impa- 
tiently waiting for the ſucceſs of my 
planned invitation. 

Heaven fend me good luck ! for I be- 
gin to be earneſtly intereſted in the event. 
1 ſhould deſpiſe myſelf, if I could diſco- 
ver in my breaſt the leaſt lurking revenge, 
or even a wiſh to know how her faithleſs 
Ladyſhip receives the news of my being 
able to ſupport her perfidy. No; be 
aſſured, Lenox, I ſpeak the truth, when 
I aver, I do not wiſh any thing other- 
wiſe than it is. I have no malice, no 
inveteracy againſt either the huſband or 
wife. Let them be happy, if they are 
capable of making each other ſo,—O 

A letter, by Jupiter !--If I write ano- 
ther word till I reach dear Woodley, 


brand me for a cold poltroon, ; 
Wood- 
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Woodley-Park, Aug. 15. 

MY invitation, tho' I was too elated 
then to tell you ſo, was juſt ſuch as 1 
would have wiſhed it. My ſweet Louiſa, - 
thoꝰ prepared to expect me, received me 
with a confuſion which gave her new 
charms, and ſet my heart a-glowing; 
and, had not the damned picture popped 
into my head, I ſhould have given way to 
the moſt flattering ſurmiſes. Adieu! 
the breakfaſt bell rings; and I fly to pay 
the amiable maid the compliments of the 
morning. | | 


123 — —— 


MAY this bleſt morn for ever 
By Heavens! I don't think I can write 
proſe, —Say, thou much-eſteemed friend, 
in what poetic ſtrain ſhall I addreſs thee ? 

Upon my ſoul, George, I am half out 
of my ſenſes with joy and rapture, Talk 

E 5 not 
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not of Harriet—She never had a heart to 
beſtow. No, it was given the enchanting 


Louiſa to excite the higheſt bliſs, and to 


thy happy friend to receive it. 

This bleſt morn I propoſed to the dear 
girl to walk with me in the garden. De- 
firous of giving me pleaſure, ſhe com- 
plied. I led her to the alcove, which I 
have before deſcribed to you. As] ſeat- 
ed myſelf by her, I told her I had not 
enjoyed ſo happy a moment fince I had 
quitted Woodley. | 

Not happy, ſaid ſhe, in the ſofteſt 
accents, © when you were ſurrounded by 
« your friends?“ 

« Becauſe,” anſwered I, taking her 
hand, and looking tenderly at her, I 


« Jeft a friend behind me, dearer than 
« thofe I met. You, Louiſa, was that 


« friend : more I dare not afpire to. 


% Would to God I could! But, in that 
&« ſacred character, permit me to ask you 


one queſtion,” — 


— — — 


. What— 
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© What—what—would you ſay !” 
ge not alarmed, my charming Miſs 


* Somerville. —Compole that gentle bo- 
Rut what queſtion will 


„ ſom.” 
you ask?“ 

« Only this: Was not your heart 
« O Louiſa! tho' I fancied I had cou- 
© rage to open my ſoul before you, I find. 
] am not able. Dear Miſs Somerville, 
* pardon me.—I am too intruſive.— 
Another time.” — | 

« Oh! no; let me hear what your la- 
e bouring heart ſtruggles to conceal. If 
I can relieve that heart, how bleſt ſhall 
ns” ©, | wel 

« I have the higheſt and moſt juſt ſen- 
<« ſibility of the benignity of Miſs Sa- 
« merville's heart. All that ſhe can be- 
« ſtow, I am convinced ſhe will grant 
„ the man who tenderly loves her; but 
& I muſt not preſumptuouſly hope far 
impaſſibilities.“ 

E. 6 Were 
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« Were I not fully apprized of your 
ce generoſity, I ſhould be induced to ima- 
« oine Mr. Montague meant to amuſe 
« himſelf with my weakneſs, What 
* other interpretation,” continued ſhe, 

fixing her eyes on the ground, © can I 
give to words ſo myſterious ?” 
My words, my dear Mifs Somer- 
ville, will admit of but one interpreta- 
« tion, and that the true one: I adore 
« you, Louiſa. Yet as the heart, in the 
% diſpoſal of itſelf, will not be controlled, 
* expect no other advantage from the 
*< confeſſion I have made, than the con- 
ce tinuance of a friendſhip which conſti- 
e tutes my preſent happineſs. Ever ſen- 
« ſible of your worth, now my eyes are 
« opened to the failings of Miſs Denby, 
I am wholly devoted to you. But 
i « your heart, my amiable Miſs Somer- 
| ee ville, is otherwiſe engaged.“ 
« My heart engaged ! Who told you 
ee my heart was o/herwiſe engaged? It 
| 4 has 


, 
© | 
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tc has no engagement but to She ſtop- 
ped on the ſudden, diſcovering much 
perturbation in her looks and geſtures. 

« Ah Louiſa! is not your heart enga- 
<« ped to the happy man whoſe picture 
« you carry about you ?” 

« It is, Sir,” cried ſhe, ſtealing a look 
at me, then caſting her eyes down, and 
plaiting her apron-ſtrings, in ſome agita- 
tion. But if it is, that attachment 
can never interfere with your wiſhes.“ 
Her voice was ſo low, I could hardly 
hear her ſounds. 

« Is that attachment ſo light, that you 
can withdraw it—or do you no longer 
feel the partiality ?” 

Indeed I do,” rephed ſhe, turning 
her eyes on me. I never felt my par- 
« tiality ſo ſtrong as at this dear mo- 
© ment, —"-O Mr. Montague! blind to 
your own perfections, and equally ig- 
* norant of the artleſs ſenſibility of my 
« heart, how ſhall I confeſs to you, that 


you, 
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* you, and you alone—I cannot pro- 
* ceed. —If your heart feels what you 
* ſay it does, it can gueſs.” — 

« And ſoit does, my charmer,” cried 
I, in raptures, catching her in my arms. 
„ Aml, am I then dear to you? Bleſs 
me, my lovely girl, with the enchanting 
* ſounds that thy Montague is dear to 
„ his beloved Louiſa.” It this ſpe- 
cimen is not ſufficient to give you an 
idea of my felicity, volumes would be 
wrote in vain. Lenox! my heart never 
felt fo light as it now does. 

Dear amiable girl ! to be aſſured that 
ſhe loves me, is all the bleſſing I can aſk 
of Heaven. . 

But the picture, you ſay, —what be- 
comes of that? Ah! my dear boy, the 
diſcovery of that little picture, which had 
given my poor heart many a confounded 
twitch, makes part of my happineſs. It 
is the exact reſemblance of the moſt 


faithful of men, drawn by the hand of 
love. 
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love. O! if ever the curſe of incon- 
ſtancy ſhould ſeize me, may the remem- 
brance of her matchleſs love and worth 
beam on my imagination, and fix me 
hers for ever! 

She has given me permiſſion to declare 
my ſentiments to her father and brother; 
for tho' ſhe ſays ſhe could reject lovers 
without their knowledge, ſhe cannot en- 
courage one without their joint concur- 
rence. How amiably prudent her con- 
duct! How could I be blind fo long? 

Adieu my dear George. There are 
not many in the world happier than your 

HENRY MoxTAOUE. 
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LETTE SLRS. 


To Miſs HERBERT. 
Woodley-park, Aug. 16th. 
TOW different are the ſenſations 1 
now feel, when I write to my be- 
boved Emily of the amiable Montague; 
from 


*. 
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from what that ſubject uſed toexcite ! How 
pleaſingly do the hours ſteal away, now 
each bears the ſignature of happineſs ! 
Yes, my Emily ! I ſhall be happy. Mon- 
tague points out the path, and with ſuch 
a guide your Louiſa cannot miſs the 
way 

My dear father rejoices in the proſpect 
of his daughter's felicity. I have aſſumed 
courage to tell that reſpectable parent, I 
could never have yielded my hand to any 
other man. He wonders not at my par- 
tiality to one ſo eſtimable; tho* he ten- 
derly ſympathizes in my former diſtreſs, 


My brother has been written to. I 
hope he will come as ſoon as in his power, 
as I ſhould be ſorry Mr, Montague ſhould 
have the leaſt reaſon to believe he ur 
ſighted by my family. 

How inexpreſſibly kind in you, my 
deareſt Emily, to quiet my apprehenſions, 
leſt a latent deſire of piquing Lady Hil- 


ton ſhould have induced Mr. Montague 
0 
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to addreſs me. Happy as the diſcovery 
of his ſentiments made me, I yet. had 
ſome allay ; but in how flattering a man- 
ner have you reconciled me to myſelf, as 
I may fay, in ſerting the affair in another 
light—and I hope a true one ? 

Ah, my dear Emily ! will he, do you. 
think, love me as well as if he never 
knew Miſs Denby ? Will he not draw 
compariſons between her and me, which 
will be to my diſadvantage? But J 
have aſked ſimilar queſtions in my laſt 
letter. How weak is the human heart, 
which refines on its enjoyments till they 
become anxieties ! 

O! my dear, I wiſh you were with 
me. How happy ſhould I be, if your 
father would allow me to hope for ſo 
great a favour, | 

Believe me to be, with the utmoſt ſin- 
cerity, faithfully your's, 


Lovisa SOMERVILLE. 
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LETTER XL. 


To Grorce Ltnox, E/; 
Woodley-park, Aug. 27th. 
Aptain Somerville and I have had a 
little altercation, which I am ſorry 
for; tho* 1 readily excuſe it, as it, on 
his part, proceeded from his almoſt un- 
equalled love to his charming ſiſter, 
When his father made known my de- 
fire of being united to his family, he ex- 
preſſed not any diſſatisfaction at the pro- 
poſal: but this morning, when we were 
by ourſelves, he ſaid, he was extremely 
« ſurprized to hear, in ſo few weeks I 
e could transfer my affections, and like- 
« wiſe ſorry that his ſiſter ſhould be the 
ce Object.“ 
J told him, * he muſt be ſenſible I had 
« been exceedingly ill uſed by Mifs 
“ Denby, and that her perfidy had en- 


ce tirely diveſted me of thoſe favourable 
ſenti- 
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« ſentiments I once indulged. I was a 
friend to the matrimonial ſtate ; and 
* that I had received abundant proof of 
the unexampled ſweetneſs of Miſs So- 
<« merville's temper and qualifications, to 
e authorize me in the opinion ſhe would 
make me happier than any other wo- 
* man in the world. I was extremely 
“concerned to hear him ſay, that he was 
4 ſorry I had choſen his ſiſter for the ob- 
« ject, tho* wholly at a loſs to develop 
his motive.“ 

My ſiſter has perfections that would 
* vive honour to a monarch, Nor 
* ſhall the greateſt man on earth call her 
his, who has at beſt but a divided heart 
“ to offer. Louiſa, Sir, is not a woman 


4 to be trifled with.“ 
« Nor ſhall ſhe, Mr. Somerville.” 
* By Heaven! ſhe ſhall not, Mr. Mon- 
* tague, while my life remains.“ 
«© You are warm, Sir. Our converſa- 
tion, I hoped, would have been an ami- 
cable 
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cable one. For your ſiſter's ſake, Mr. 
*« Somerville, I will bear a great deal; 
but in my tender affection for her, I 
* muſt not forget the man, neither ſup- 
sport inſolent threats from a young man, 
* whoſe concurrence, tho' to be wiſhed, 
„is by no means neceſſary, I have your 
<« father's conſent : I have reaſon to be- 
& lieve F have a ſhare, and no inconſi- 
4 derable one, in your ſiſter's heart: I 
would wiſh:to call her brother my bro- 
c ther; but while I am conſcious of the 
e purity of my o heart, and can give 
her proofs that it is devoted to her 
“ wholly, I am indifferent about the 


| CL reſt,” 


My affection alone makes me anxious 
ce for her happineſs, No man loves his 
« ſiſter as I do mine. The man lives 
* not who deſerves her.“ 

&« ] believe not; but the man lives, 
« who means to do all in his power to de- 
&. ſerve her—and lives in me. I honour: 

| you, 
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you, Somerville, for your attachment 
* to my charming Louiſa; I ſhould be 
< ſorry it were ever leſs fervent; but 
there are other methods, and better, to 
* ſhew your fraternal affection. Had 1 
* not been more influenced by my regard 
“for her happineſs than you were, your 
« warmth might have had a dangerous 
< conſequence.” 

“Perhaps I was too warm.“ 

« You were; but knowing the motive, 
„ I excuſe it. But be aſſured, Somer- 
« yille, that my heart is far from a 
< divided one: it is ſolely my dear Loui- 
« ſa's. The moſt intimate friend I have 
« diſcovered my partiality for your ami- 
cc able ſiſter, even when my paſſion for 
« Miſs Denby was in its meridian. He 
e uſed to ſay I had two hearts, and that 
« Miſs Somerville poſſeſſed one. Had I 
* a thouſand now, they ſhould all be 
* ner” 


He 
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He ſigned a reconciliation directly. I 
lope the gentle Louiſa wilt never know 
of our difference ; it would fall her tender 


breaſt with alarms. 

I am more attached to her every day, 
from a freſh diſcovery of ſome new 
charm. My choice 1s juſtified by reaſon, 
prudence and diſcretion, With her, I 
can follow thoſe plans I have formed for 
the regulation of my eſtates. She will, 
by her gentle equanimity, correct my 
ſometimes too great impetuoſity. 

As the writings for a former occaſion 
were not ſigned, they will ſerve very well 
on this. Mr. Somerville ſaid the ſettle- 
ment was too large; but I will not con- 
ſent to any alteration, as I think that 
etiquette ſhould be ſettled according to the 
fortune of the man; and I ſhould be 
extremely ſorry my wife ſhould with me 
loſe the leaſt degree of her rank in life. 


An intimate friend of Miſs Somer- 


ville's is coming to ſpend a little time with 
her. 


94 


THE FINE LADY. 95 


ker. We ſhall be a good deal engaged; 
ſo if I am not fo regular in the ſcribbling 
way, as I uſed to be, impute it to any 
cauſe but an alteration in my ſentiments 
for you: in them I muſt be ever the 
ſame 

HENRY MonTAGUE. 


LATTER ALAS 


To Lady HILTON. 
Farm-Leigh, Sept. 6th. 

OnTacve, I find, intends to con- 
ſole himſelf for the loſs of my 
dear Lady Hilton, by marrying Louiſa 
Somerville. That he is ſenſibly piqued 
at your Ladyſhip's deſertion, 1s pretty 
apparent, from the pains he takes to con- 
vince the world he is perfectly at eaſe, 
You are too happy, 1 hope, to loſe a 
thought on him; indeed how can you 
find time for reflection, while ſurrounded 

with the gaieties of Scarborough? 
3 My 
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My father, you ſee, is determined not 
to indulge me in any thing. To his per- 
verſe humour alone you muſt impute his 
refuſal of my paſſing a few weeks with 
you, before you go to London. Well, 
well, he may go on as he pleaſes; and 
what will he get by it? Will he make 
me behave a jot better to him, or love 
my dear little Capel the leſs ? 

Have you heard that Caroline has had 
an offer from Sir Robert Falconer, and 
has, with the advice of her papa, accept- 
ed it? Much good may he do her, I ſay. 
Tho? he has four thouſand a year, hang 
me, if I would conſent to be buried in 
Yorkſhire for life as ſhe will be; for the 
knight is like one of his old oaks, fixed 
for ages on the ſame ſpot. Indeed ſuch 
a ſituation will ſuit her better than any 
perſon I know, my wiſe Lady Fielding 
excepted. —She, you know, will always 
find amuſement for her needle ; for with 

. that 
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that ſhe covers herſelf all over, like a 
filk-worm, Lady Bell Henley ſays. 

A propos! her lively Ladyſhip ſays 
Montague's ridiculous match is ſoon to 
take place. She laughs at the credulity 
of Louiſa, who fancies herſelf the object 
of Harry's affection, when abſolutely his 


motive is revenge, as the filly girls call 
it, who, after being diſappointed 1n their 
firſt attachment, take the firſt fool that 
offers. | 

By the bye, the widow is no violent 
advocate for matrimony ; ſhe ſeeks to 
diſcourage me from thinking of Capel ; 

' « But let her ſay, or * her do, 

« Tis a' ane to me: 
For while he loves me, and my relations 
perſecute me, I will not forſake him. 

My father had a return of his gout laſt 
week, but it ſoon went off, My two 
ſiſters were in great affliction ; and fo 
was I: but it was becauſe J was afraid 
he would recover. O! that he was 

Vor, II, F fairly 


Fairly under ground, and my fortune 
fixed. Then who ſhould confine me 

From following the impulſes of my heart, 

and flying to my Capel ? 

Adieu! My dear Hilton, I wiſh to 
Heaven I was with you; then I ſhould 
live; but at preſent mere exiſtence is the 
Nate of your 

| | BARBARA LASCELLES. 


ah. ä a he 


FL 
n 


LETT ER 1: 
70 Miſs LasCELLES. 


Scarborongh, Sept. 12. 

1 AM aſtoniſhed at the news you write 
me!] Is it really true; or is it only 
the invention of Lady Bell, who dearly 
loves to give pain? Not that the intelli- 
gence can occaſion. the leaſt in me, I aſ- 
ſure you, Bab. But is it not ſtrange ? 
Could he ever love me, — and forget me 
Jo ſoon? Impreſſions, tho ſtruggled with, 
| are 


LR 
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are not ſo eaſily effaced in a faithful bo- 
ſom.—No, no; it is as you ſay, Bab, he 
affects to appear indifferent; and the 
very means he takes to convince us of 
his indifference, evidently proves the 
contrary. A look from me would quick- 
ly blaſt Louiſa” s laurels. Let her, how- 
| ever, enjoy her poor triumph, and fancy 
herſelf ſupremely happy in accepting the 
man I deſpiſed and left. 

Bab! I ſhall grow, like your widow 
an exclaimer againſt marriage. There 
are no two animals in the creation ſo op- 
poſite as a lover and huſband. Even Z 
find it ſo. 

'My Lord feems to chink he has gained 
his purpoſe, and, that now I am his 
wife, there is no occaſion for that tender- 
neſs of behaviour which at once made 
him fo engaging, and gained my heart. 

My heart! no; I recall that laſt ex- 
preſſion : It won upon my ſelf- love, but 
I think my. heart was never touched. 1 

F 2 WON. 
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wonder whether Montague will be ſo in- 
different to his Louiſa in two months as 
Lord Hilton ſeems to me. 

I long for the winter: I ſhall find 
more amuſements in town than can fall 
within our circle here. I am tired of 
this place; ſick to death of ſeeing the 
ſame faces every day. 

Did I tell you I received a letter from 
Mr. Somerville ſoon after my marriage ?— 
A raſh one, he ſtiles it. I hardly attended 
to it at the time; but the other day meet- 
ing with it, I gave it a ſecond reading. 
I found ſeveral paſſages very ſevere. In- 
deed I muſt take ſhame to myſelf for 
falſifying my word to him; for he was 
by no means ſatisfied, till I aſſured him, 
on my honour, that Hilton was abſolutely 
engaged to you. But what ſignifies duel- 
Ing on this affair ?—lrt is all over, and 
cannot be remedied. 

The ſeverity of his cenſures—and I 
fear the juſtice of them, made me ra- 

| Sod 
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ther fall into the penſeroſo ſtile. In this 
ſituation Lord Hilton found me one 
morning, when he returned from the bil- 
liard-table ; which avocation takes up 
much of his time and attention. He 
threw himſelt down-in a chair, without 
ſo much as looking at me, or ſaying a 
word. I was in no humour to interrupt 
his {flence, which continued ſome time: 
At laſt he broke it, by aſking me, if 
„I knew whether Somerville was at 
« Woodley ſtill ?? 

« don't know. Why does "Four "or 
&« ſhip aſk ?” 

“ Becauſe I want to know where he i is. 
J think you ought to have written to 
« him about your fortune. Does he or 
you imagine I am to go on for ever 
« ſupporting a wife, without receiving 
6+ ſome equivalent?“ 

« You mean to return ſome equiva- 


“ lent, I hope, then, and make me an 
adequate ſettlement ?” 


F.q3 ce Aye, 


2 - 1 2 
2 * * — — = — — — — 
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Aye, aye, child! our lawyers will 
« manage that affair for us. But you 


<« muſt write to your guardian, and let 
him know, in as civil a manner as pol- 
ſible, that I muſt have ſome money.” 


There is no neceſſity to write to Mr. 


* Somerville : I had a letter from him a 


< little after I married.” 

Well; and what did he ſay ?” 

« Adviſed me to urge you to make me 
* a ſettlement, 

« And what the devil am I to make 
the ſettlement out of, till I have your 
money?“ 


„ Why, out of your eſtate, I ſuppoſe. 


„ Tho? the lawyers, as you ſay, under- 


« ſtand theſe things beſt.” 
Out of my eſtate! I muſt have your 


e fortune to clear it firſt. But did old 
-«* Somerville ſay nothing more about it?“ 
He gave the writings and notes up 
4 to me, and cautioned me to be careful 
< of them,” 


And 
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“ And why was not I informed of this 

| before?“ 
| « Becauſe you never mentioned the 


* ſecuring my fortune to me; which, at 


« leaſt, Sir, I think ought to have been 
cc done. 3, 


* So really, Harriet, you have got 
your fortune in your own hands?“ 

« Yes, Lord Hilton, and mean to- 
« keep it there, till it 1s properly ſecured 
« from the gaming- table.“ 

« Damn it! Madam, what do you 
ic mean, that I ſhould be diſtreſſed for 
« two or three hundreds, while you have 
« thouſands at your own diſpoſal ? Have. 
] not a right to what is my own ? How” 
« do you then dare to withhold - my 
cc right ! p99 

« Your behaviour, Sir, convinces me 
« of the neceſſity of - preſerving that right 
« my guardian has veſted in me. But that 
« you may not be diſtreſſed for a ſum, 1 
6 & wal give you bills for five hundred 

F 4 pounds; 3 
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pounds; and before that is expended, 
« I hope you will be ſatisfied that it is 


« for our mutual advantage to ſettle this 
<« affair amicably, as well as all other dif- 
« ferences.” | 
I immediately fetched him the notes; 
which he received in a manner, a few 
weeks fince, I ſhould have thought him 
incapable of. How he is changed! O 


Bab! would to Heayen you had never 


perſuaded me to this marriage ! But you 


likewiſe was deceived in the ſpecious Lord 
Hilton. 


I doubt his affairs are in a very confu- 
ſed way. I know not what to do; whe- 
ther to give up my fortune, to extricate 
him from his difficulties, or to apply to 
ſome one for advice. However, I think 
his conduct ſhall be my rule of action. 
If I can diſcover any generoſity in him, it 
ſhall awaken that ſentiment in my boſom 
towards him; but at preſent I think we 


are not in the right train. I ſaid I would 


apply 


THE FINE LADY. 10; 


apply to ſome one for adyice—but alas ! 
to whom can I apply? I have with- 
drawn myſelf from the protection of my 
beſt friends, and thrown myſelf into the 
power of one, who, I fear, will avail 
himſelf of that advantage, to my pre- 
judice. 

I muſt not, however, give myſelf up 
to gloomy melancholy. I ſhall poſitively 
grow quite a ſpectacle, if I indulge my 
preſent humour. If I am not happy at 
home, I will carry a ſmiling face abroad, 
by which means I ſhall inſure flattery and 
conqueſt ; for each of which my im- 
prudent choice has not diſqualified me. 
No, Bab, I have the pleaſure of finding 
I am more admired than ever; that is 
the greateſt pleaſure that at preſent 
falls to the ſhare of your 


HARRIET HIL rox. 
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EETT ERK LL 
To Miſs HERBERT. 


Woodley-Park, October 14. 

OW much do] miſs you, my dear 
Emily! And how ſorry am I for 
the occaſion which carries my beloved 
friend far from me! But I hope you 
found the dangerous accounts of Mrs. 
Pemberton exaggerated. At her time 
of life the leaſt attack of illneſs may be 
feared as the harbinger of death; but ſhe 

| poſſeſſes a great ſhare of ſtrength, and has 
 Lkewiſe in a moſt eminent degree that 
equability of temper, which enables people 
to ſupport common trials, without un- 
dermining the foundations of health 
to uſe the expreſſion, which we too 
often find in more impetuous diſpoſitions. 
I have heard her often recount ſome very 
affecting paſſages of her life, but, though 
I pay a great deference to her religious 
2 Philo- 
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philoſophy, yet I muſt beg her pardon * 
if I offend her, by placing much of her - 
reſignation to conſtitution. 
I never could fo ill ſpare you as at 
this time; a time to me ſo critical. I 
would not allow myſelf. leiſure to thin 
you would leave me, till the moſt im- 
portant article of my life was accom- 
pliſned. How inexpreſſibly aukward I 
feel without you! Your lively ſallies uſed 
to correct my thoughtfulneſs ; which 
would ſometimes uninvited ſteal on me. 
We all miſs you. Mr. Montague ſin- 
cerely admires you and tenderly joins ' 
with his Louiſa in lamenting your ab- 
- ſence. My brother too ſeems not half 
himſelf now our ſprightly Emily has left . 
us. 
Ah! my dear, that fortune had not 
placed him in ſo hazardous an employ, 
and that my Emily Herbert beheld him 
with that conſideration I think I ſee in 
him for her! But, as he is circumſtanced 
I ought 
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ought not, for both your ſakes, to wiſh 
you entertained the leaſt partiality for 
each other. No; my Emily I hope will 
be bleſſed with a domeſtic mate. 
Mr. Montague yeſterday preſented me 
with ſome very fine jewels. Ah! my 
dear, they were not ſet for me. That 
thought {truck me the inſtant I ſaw them. 
A chillineſs ſeized me; I wiſhed never to 
have ſeen them. I think I ſhall never wear 
them with pleaſure; but as I do not love 
finery, I ſhall not appear in them often. Was 
it not rather an unnatural petulance in 
me, Emily? I was angry with myſelf for 
it; but ſhould never have pardoned it 
in me, if I had ſuffered a word or look 
to eſcape me which might have given 
riſe to the leaſt uneaſy ſenſation in the 
breaſt of the moſt amiable of men. Ah! 
is he not all my fondeſt fancy could 
Wi h? 177. 
He leaves us to-morrow, for the tedi- 
ous ſpace of a week. It is buſineſs he 


ſays, which will divide us: no other mo- 
| tive, 
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tive, he kindly ſays, ever ſhall. To buſi- 
neſs we muſt ſubmit ; and he can on that 
account ſupport an abſence from me; 
but he ſhould never think of enjoying 
what is tiled pleaſure, during a ſepara- 
tion, as by conſtantly wiſhing me to par- 
take of it, he ſhould deſtroy the very 
idea by ſollicitude. 

My ſiſters elet—as they kindly inſiſt 
on my calling them, — have each paid 
me a vilit. Lord Bentick was of their 
party. 0 
What an additional happineſs is it an- 
nexed to the heart: felt ſatisfaction of 
being united to the man of our choice, 
to find ali his family intereſted ſo ten- 
derly in the event! Both the ladies ex- 
preſs the utmoſt impatience to have this 
affair finiſhed. Indeed J think they are 
by much too precipitate, and I have told 
them ſo. But they ſay, life is too ſhort, 
and happineſs too fugitive to be poſt- 
poned. And Lady Cheſter on her part 

3 ſays, 
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ſays, that ſhe ſhall never ceaſe regretting 
the many months ſhe loft in courtſhip; 
Which were ſo many borrowed from 
happineſs. 
Mr. Montague, you may be ſure, 
checks not his hurrying ſiſters ; upon my 
word, I believe, he rather inſtigates them. 
In ſhort, my dear, they all ſeem in a moſt 
violent hurry, but your Louiſa —- and 
her gentle voice is ſcarcely heard in the 
gay multitude, or not attended to. 

We are all to go and ſpend one week 
A after Mr. Montague's return-at Ben- 
tick-houſe; and ſome day in the week 
following, I ſhall no longer ſign my 
name, | 

Lovisa SOMERVILLE, 


"TEX 
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LETTER LI. 
To Miſs HERBERT. 


Woodley-park, Nov. 2. 
S Louiſa and I are become one, 
1 think I have an equal right 
with her to addreſs you; and as ſhe ſo 
recently promiſed obedience in all things, 
ſhe ought to ſubmit to me her ſupreme. 
Therefore, I would firſt take up the pen 
to tell you, yeſterday you loſt your friend 
Louiſa Somerville. Ves, madam, all 
'that remains of her now, belongs ſolely 
to me: but I will not be fo atrocious a 
monopolizer, as not to ſpare you a little 
ſhare in her heart; even as much as 
you poſſeſſed before ſhe became a wife. 
Indeed I ſhould be very ſorry ſhe ſhould 
be altered in any thing but name; as 
ſhe was too charming not to make every 


alteration prove to her diſadvantage. 
Oh! 
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Oh! what a loſs will be your's ! had 
ſome female hand taken up the pen, 
you would have been entertained with 
the whole proceedings of the day. But 
who ſhould give you the intelligence ? 
for your and my Louiſa was too nearly 
concerned to give any account; and if 
my talent lay that way, I could only tell 
you my lovely wife looked like a little 
angel, yet it would puzzle me extremely 
[ to tell you what ſort of a cap ſhe had on, 

| though I believe I looked on no body 

4 but her the whole day. Thus diſqua- 

lified as your two correſpondents are— 

you obſerve I take the liberty of includ- 

| ing myſelf—I fear vou muſt remain 

| ſatisfied with only being aſſured that each 

moment of the day afforded an increaſe 
of happineſs to me. 

1 But here comes my Louiſa and Lady 

| Bentick. Apropos! her Ladyſhip 


4 | 
| : 
! 
k 
1 
| 
{ 
7 
: 


| ſhall take my pen. What for?” © Why 


Ito give Miſs Herbert an account of 
| 85 ye ſter- 
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« yeſterday's memorable event.” © To 
« Miſs Herbert, my dear Mr. Monta- 
« oue?” © Yes, my deareſt love, I have 
e juſt begun a correſpondence with her 
or rather carried on your's.“ 

« You amaze me.” Indeed it is true. 
« You may read what I have written.” 
« But you can't know what you are 
« writing while we interrupt you.” O 
«yes! very well; I write down all you 
« ſay. But come my dear Maria, do 
e take my pen for a few moments: Miſs 
Herbert will be no loſer by it.” 5 

A droll kind of a letter this, madam, 
from two correſpondents, only one of 
whom has the honour of your acquaint- 
ance. But, as you are the approved 
friend of my dear ſiſter Montague, 1 
am ſure you are too amiable to be of- 
fended, that the firſt overture of friend- 
ſhip comes from me. 
I am not however fulfilling my bro- 
ther's commiſſion, Indeed I think he 


ſhould 
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ſhould have excuſed me, as he knows the 
talent of deſcription was not born with 
me; and unleſs it is, we make but a poor 
figure. 

The day was a remarkably fine one 
for the time of year. O! may the 
ſun ever ſhine on relations ſo dear! At 
ten in the morning my brother was made 
happy in receiving the hand of the ſweet, . 
bluſhing Louiſa, from her venerable pa- 
rent. Charming old man! How benign, 
and how affecting his placid countenance! 
His fine eyes lifted up towards Heaven, 
and his pious lips moving in a filent 
prayer for bleſſings on his children. 

Till dinner-time we ſpent in the 
park and gardens, rambling about. Af- 
ter- a very elegant entertainment, we per- 
formed a concert, which took up good 
part of the evening—the reſt was paſſed 
in agreeable converſation ; which, among 
people of refinement and ſenſe, can ne- 
ver prove tedious, 


O! Miſs 
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O! Miſs Herbert, what an ineſtima- 
ble treaſure does my brother poſſeſs in 
his lovely wife! Indeed the whole family 
is the moſt exemplary I know. I long 
to be acquainted with Mrs. Montague's , 
counterpart, as Captain Somerville in- 
forms me the lady to whom I have the 
honour of writing is. That pleaſure I 1 
hope will ſoon be mine. 

My brother is returned. Come, pray 
« reſume your pen; you may ſee what 
e bungling work I have made of it. Now 
that is abominable.” Madam he ſays I 
have been telling you nothing, and that I 
have ſpent my time in vain. How diſ- 
couraging to a new performer! However 
I have wrote the truth, though I have 
added no embelliſnments Indeed truth 
requires none: among the reſt, permit 
me, madam, to aſſure you I am with 
« Nay Harry, let me ſign my name. 
« Well, if I muſt not, here 1s the pen.” 

| | Ves, 
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Yes, my beloved Emily ! yeſterday I 
became the wife of the moſt amiable of 
men. I have the bleſſings of all my 
friends to make me happy : thank Hea- 
ven, their number is very extenſive! I 
wiſh you were here to partake of the 
general felicity that reigns at Woodley- 
park. 

My good father would have given up 
this ſeat to us; but I begged leave to 
decline it during his life. I had the con- 
currence of Mr. Montague in it; as I 
hope I ſhall in every thing I do whether 
of conſequence or not, I am certain I 
ſhall always wiſh and endeavour to gain 
It. 

My dear Mr. Montague is extremely 
attached to Bellefonte; it is natural he 
ſhould be ſo to his native place. My 
father is likwiſe fonder of Woodley than 
of Somerville; I ſhould be exceſſively 
ſorry to deprive him of the pleaſure of 
reſiding upon a fpot he approves of; 

when 
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when I could not expect to ſpend much 


time at it neither, were I to call it mine 
at preſent. We ſhall I hope paſs ſome 
months every year at this delightful place, 
and xnowing that it is ſpent in a viſit to 
my father, will enhance the pleaſure. 

Our happy villagers are rather noiſy 
in their felicitations on the marriage of 
their young landlady, as they ſtile me. 
Mr. Montague has begged a few indul- 
gences for them; they are to have an 
annual feſtival or jubilee in commemora- 
tion of yeſterday's event. It is a bad 
time of the year; but good-cheer and 
merry hearts will render them very joy- 
ous. Charles has joined with his new 
brother to inſtitute games in honour of 
the day; which we have promiſed always 
to ſpend—if poſſible—at Woodley. 

Do you know that four young couple 
- begged they might be permitted to be 
married the ſame day that I was. It 


Was 


— —— 
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was generally imagined they would be 
foremoſt upon the liſt at my next birth- 
day; but they declared they would re- 
fign all claim to the prizes they might 
otherwiſe obtain, for the honour of 
dating their happineſs from the ſame day 
with me. Mr. Montague was ſo exceſ- 
ſively pleaſed at their ruſtic, and at the 
ſame time ſincere intereſt in my felicity, 
that he beſtowed twenty-five pounds on 
each of the brides, beſides promiſes of 
future favour, | 

Mr. Montague and my agreeable ſiſter 
will not let me proceed. I have not 
told you half what I meant to ſay. 
Yet, if I was to tell you allmy happineſs, 
my letter would be too large for the 
ordinary conveyance of the poſt, I 
muſt therefore conclude; but as Lady 
Bentick and my huſband have had fo 
large a ſhare in the beginning, I think 
it is but reaſonable they ſhould take part 
of the concluſion. | 


4 To 


THE FINE LADY. 119 
« To you, my dear Sir, I firſt give 
e up the pen.“ | 


1 
— — ——— 


I FIND my Louiſa has been inform- 
ing you of the zeal of the young villa- 
gers. My promiſed favour is this; that 
the couple who produce the firſt child 
from theſe marriages, ſhall be intitled to 
twenty pounds—the next to fifteen, the 
third to ten, and. the fourth to five 
pounds. By which gratuities none will be 
idle, or need deſpair. 

Is not this a laudable ſcheme, my dear 
Miſs Herbert, and doing as one would 
be done by? You cannot think how 
Louiſa approves of my popular maxims. 
You may believe the thought was wholly 
her's; tho', for decency-ſake, and be- 
cauſe I thought it a good one, I adopted 
It. : 
My dear Miſs Herbert, I wiſh you as 
happy as 

Henry MONTAGUE. 

DO 
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DO not believe a word that Mr. Mon- 
tague has written, except his wiſh for 
your happineſs. Indeed he wants my 
Emily very much to take him to taſk.— 
But I beg her Ladyfſhip's pardon; I 
ſhould not have taken the pen firſt. . As 
a bride, ſhe ſays, ſhe will allow me the 
precedency. I take this opportunity then 
of telling my beloved Emily how very 


dear ſhe will alw: ays be to her 
Lovisa MonTacvus. 


II only remains for me, Madam, to 
fay, that the proſpect of the felicity of 
the above perſons conſtitutes great part 
of my happineſs. I with you was a wit- 
neſs of it, as well as your obedient ſer- 
vant, 

Maria BEnTICk. 


L E T- 
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LET TEE 1M 
To HEN AY MoxTacus, E/; 


Noſeberry, Nov. roth, 


OY to my Montague, on his happy 
eſpouſals ! May each revolving year 
bring him an increaſe of happineſs! Vet 
how needleſs that wiſh? It muſt be fo; for 
is he not united to one of the moſt Iovely 
and amiable of women? My fweet 
Fanny is acquainted with the character 
and perſon of your charming wife. 


What two happy fellows you and I are; 


Harry ? And yet a few months ſince, we 
were curſing our ſtars. How much ie 
becomes us to be thankful for the bleſ- 
ſings with which Heaven has tinctured 
our lives, and to repay thoſe benefits 


by making them happy with whom Fate 


and our own choice has connected us! I 
am a predeſtinarian in nothing but matri- 


many : in that article I own myſelf a 


vor. II. G little 
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little addicted to that kind of philoſophy. 
It is an addition to my happineſs, to think 
it was ordained, notwithſtanding it once 
appeared improbable that I ſhould be the 
huſband of F anny Neville. It was cer- 
tainly wrote in the book of Fate, that 
your match with Miſs Denby ſhould never 
take place. No; ſhe was born only as 
an inſtrument to bring you acquainted 
with your valuable Louiſa, to the end 
that the decree of Providence might be 
fulfilled. Look on the fair deſerter then 
only as an implement to forward your 
felicity, and pardon her on that account, 5 


Do you remember your viſit to my 
cottage is yet unpaid ? May I not expect 
the fruition of my wiſhes before you ſettle 

at Bellefont ? Our wives, Harry, muſt 
be better acquainted : it will be for our 
mutual advantage that they ſhould, as 

| their 
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their ſoft cement will draw our ſouls in 
ſtricter bonds of friendſhip. 

I promiſe you I would pay you the 
firſt viſit at Woodley, where I have not 
the leaſt doubt of meeting a hearty wel- 
come; but my little Fanny is not very 
well, and I ſhould not chooſe to hazard 
ſo long a journey at this time; and I dare 
ſay you know enough of matrimony by 

this time, to believe it is impoſſible 1 
could quit my wife, even to meet my 
friend; nor would you wiſh to part thoſe 
aſunder whom God has joined. As my 
earneſt deſire of ſeeing your worſhip can- 
not be effected, but by your accompany- 
ing Mrs. Montague hither, I hope you will 
think of it, and put your thoughts in ex- 
ecution ſoon. 

I wiſh you to ſee the whole economy 
of my little cottage. I think Mrs. Mon- 
tague would be charmed with the neat, 
tho? elegant, ſimplicity of the furniture, 
&c, The ſituation is extremely pleaſant, 

8 2 The 
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The rides and walks romantically agree- 
able. We live in a retired way, without 
ſeeing any company, except two gr three 
of the moſt rational about us. I do not 
mean to give myſelf any airs on this oc- 
caſion, by my expreſſion of rational 
people; far be ſuch arrogance from me; 
for in the environs there aro many reſpect- 
able families, but molt of them live in a 
ſtile unſuited to us, and lead a more diſ- 
b. ext life than our taſtes will p 
Me ſpend. much en in mide. 
cultivating. a very pretty garden; riding 
on horſeback, or in the, phaeton, for 
which I have as fine a pair of hunters as 
any. in. your ſtud. We read a good deal; 
ſo that, on the whole, our lives paſs not 
infipidly, J aſſure you; for, tho? a lover 
of mankind, 1 ſometimes forget the 
world, in the ſociety of my dear Fanny, 
or rather — her. 
4 ſhould 
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I ſhould be apprehenſive of hazarding 
tuch very oatre ſentiments to any other 
than my friend; nor to him, unleſs he 
were married. Great as your joys are, 
believe me, they will increaſe z and you 
will own with me the juſtice of Lord 
Lyttelton's aſſertion, when you have pro- 
ved with me how. much the wife is 
% dearer than the bride.” 

'T have got upon à theme nexhoutk- 
ible; but it is unneceſſary to dwell on 
it; your heart can tell you all that mine 
could ſuggeſt. Adieu, my dear Monta- 
gue! May ſuch happy days as we have 
lately ſeen ever fall to our ſhare, and may. 
we continue to deſerve them! 


Your's,. 


_ Guo. Layox-- 


G2 LE T. 
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CETTEYS 7 


To Mrs. MoNnTacvue. 


Herbert-hall, Nov. 8. 


TJ 0 whom ſhall I firſt addreſs my 
letter ?—To the amiable huſband 


of my ſweet friend ?—to the excellent 
Lady Bentick—or to the charming bride 
herſelf ?—I am ſure both the gentleman 
and lady love you too well, to be offend- 
ed at my preference to the friend and 
ſiſter of my heart. 

Vet, ſnall their favours paſs ho un- 
acknowledged and neglected? Gratitude 
forbid ! I then too ſhould incur the diſ- 
pleaſure of my Louiſa, for the firſt time. 

My thanks are due to Mr. Montague, 
for his early intelligence of my loſs ; but 
he was miſtaken : I loſt not Louiſa, I 
gained him. Lady Bentick does me 
great honour ;. but I fear I muſt not be 


very ſollicitous of meeting her ladyſhip, 
leſt 
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leſt I deſtroy the gaod opinion report has 
raiſed in her boſom concerning me. Cap- 
tain Somerville, I am apprehenſive, be- 
holds his ſiſter and me thro? a falſe me- 
dium; which detracts from her merit, 
and confers it undeſervedly on me. I 
think I could give Lady Bentick ſuch 
a picture of Mrs. Montague, and drawn 
by the hand of truth, that, inſtead of 
looking to Emily Herbert for her coun- 
terpart, ſne would think ſearching the 
world would be in vain. 

My poor grandmother's illneſs hap- 
pened horridly mal a propos juſt at this time. 
However, thank Heaven, I am repaid, 
by ſeeing her nearly recovered, and, as 
ſhe kindly tells me, chiefly owing to my 
oreat care and attendance on her. | 

I have a great notion Herbert-hall lies 
in the road to Bellefont, I will conſult 
the maps; for tho? I am a little proficient 
in geography; like moſt of our travelled 
fine I I know more of foreign 

G 4 parts 


i288 THE FINE LADY. 
parts than of my own country—ſo I muſt 
apply to Salmon for an anſwer to my 
enquiry, | 
Not much out of the road, as I live. 
But a ſtep for friendſhip to take, for 
friendſhip wears ſeven league boots. Ab- 
ſolutely though. I believe three hours 


with Mr. Montague's bay hunters will . 


bring you to our manſion, I depend 
then on ſeeing you all. I cannot ſuppoſe _ 


you will travel te- d- tte into the coun- 


try. Our houſe is large enough; but 
if there is not room, they ſhall have a 
place in my heart; that you know to 
be capacious enough to take in half the 
world. "i 
Upon my word my grandmother re- 
grets my being abſent from the wedding 
of my friend extremely. © Who knows, : F . 


« ſaid ſhe, but the old proverb might 4 


e have been verified, of one wedding NE 
cc producing another.” She, you ſee, is | 


tired of me too. Well, well, I can't 
help 


THE FINE LADT. 129. 


help it. But I told her of the plan I had 
ſettled with your lord and maſter; which 
would interfere with any matrimonial 
ſcheme of my own. No; I am reſolved. 
to acquit myſelf of the taſk he aſſigned, 
for which my natural grave diſpoſition 
will fufficiently qualify me: but that 
nothing may be wanting to render me a 
complete nurſe and . governeſs—as we 
cannot be too careful, nor ſhould enter- - 
tain too high an opinion of our own abi- 
lities,—T mean to call in the affiſtance - 
of all the learned who-have wrote trea- . 
tiſes on the ſubject of treating and edu- 5 
cating children. I have therefore fur. 
niſhed my library with Locke, Cadogan, 
Rouſſeau, Seymour, and Lady Penning- 
ton, and ſhall continue to make pur- 
chaſes of every new publication. of this 
kind, for the advantage of Mr. Mon- 
tague's offspring. I co-incide with him, 
in =_ opinion that thoſe who do not 
9 contri- 


— — — —_ — . 
— o — —_— * ** 
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contribute to encreaſe the world, ſhould 
do all in their power to amend it. 


I ſhould have been very happy though 
to have been preſent at the ceremony, 


which may be the means of calling forth 


my talents, though I have no faith in 


the old ſaying of my grandmother —— 


| Nay, who in this enlightened age, pays 


any attention to old grandmothers ?—— 
Beſides, who could I have any chance 
with? There was none but General 


Harvey for me to play off my eye-bat- 


. tery upon, and he is too rough a ſoldier 
and too much accuſtomed to the fire of 
the enemy's cannon, to be conſumed with 
my faint twinkling. —Add to this, he 
is a ſoldies; and as ſuch prohibited 
goods. 

Lord help the girl! what a head it las! 
"As lama perſon I had quite forgot to tell 
you I have kindled a flame in the breaſt | 


of ſuch a man Why he is a man of 


Wax, I was going to ſay; but J recollect, 
had 
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had he been formed of ſuch melting ma- 
terials, he would ere this, have diſſolved 
in his own heat. 

But who do you think the features 
of your little Emily has warmed in this 
cold weather? Come, rub your eyes, and 
take à look at me. Not ſo bad I aſſure 
you. Some few attractions. — Few! 
upon my honour, Mrs. Montague, — 
you are ſo accuſtomed to ſee an angels 
form in your glaſs that you underyalue 
the fainter charms of a mere pretty- 
enough- woman. Well, well; I will not 
ſend Sir Thomas Fermor to you for a 
deſcription of Emily Herbert I promiſe 
you. Ah my dear! little as you may. 
think of my charms, they muſt be ex- 

tenſive ſince they . could warm the cold 
boſom of age;” for my ſwain is paſt his 
grand climacteric. Now do you figure 
do yourſelf one of thoſe odd creatures 
in that ridiculous ſcene in King Arthur, 
who in ſhivering accents and trembling 
Fs G6 voice, 
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voice, addreſſes love by faying «Tis 
& thou that haſt warm'd us. But you 
are quite miſtaken; for Sir Thomas, 
though ſenſible to the tender paſſion, 
bids "defiance to the cold ſeaſon, His 
dreſs i is generally at this preſent month, 
a white coat with ſilver buttons, lined 
with pea-green ; ; his waiſtcoat of the 
fame colour trimmed with ſilver. Ah! 
what a delectable figure he is, eſpecially 
when he enters the room with a minuet 
ftep, which he ſometimes does, hum- 
ming ſome tender air; his loſs of teeth 
not a little contributing to his melodious 
I viſh I could repeat his firſt ſpeech 
when he opened his treaty of courtſhip. 
J really thought the antiquated lover 
took me for my grandmother ; and. ſig- 
nißed to him that I would let her Wr | 
Unfortunately he .miſtook me, likewiſe, 
and. tolck me he ſhould be wretched if he 


« imagined he owed the happineſs of my 
« hand 
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hand to the interpoſition of any of my, 
ts I ſtared at him, unable to 
ſpeak a word. He continued, © That 
« he adored me for my prudence in 
« wiſhing to have the concurrence of my 
« friends; but hoped they would not 
« ſeek to controul my inclinations, which 
« he was happy to ſee were not averſe 
e to him.” It was not in nature to with- 
ſtand this; I burſt into a hearty laugh 
and fung; Can ſuch an ugly creature ex- 
* pect to be carreſs d?“ His countenance, 
which before wore the grin of a baboon, 
lengthened in an inſtant. He roſe from 
his chair with the alacrity of Sir Anthony 
Bramville; I don't know what | 
e mean, Miſs Herbert—if I am not ſo 
« happy as to ſuit your taſte, you ought 
« methinks to pay ſome ue? to oy, 
| «. paſſion and 0 
When age makes itſelf contemptible, 
« Sir Thomas, it is no wonder youth, 
< ſhould. treat it with n Your. 


| 7. 
0 | | « years, 
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« years, Sir, would challenge reſpect, 
* was your conduct conſiſtent with it. 


© I apologize not for my levity, which 


4. your abſurd propoſal at once excited 


f ce and juſtified.” 
* am ſorry, Madam, J have been fo 


« deceived in you; and have waſted ſo 


« much time to ſo little purpoſe.” 
- 6 Had you not been egregiouſly miſ- 


** taken in yourſelf, you would not have 
cc rendered yourſelf obnoxious to deceit in 


« me; though I am not at all conſcious of 
« « the intention of deceiving you. Iam 


66 «ſorry you ſhould have miſinterpreted the 
4 reſpect I paid your age, to an affec- 
tion for your perſon: in that you 


« certainly deceived yourſelf. As to your 
00 waſting ſo much time, I think your 


ce hole life muſt have been one conti- 


«© nued waſte, that at ſixty- four you 
could poſſibly imagine a young girl 
4 of nineteen could be charmed with 


« your perſon, Any other qualification 
| you 


; 
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c you are too much of the bon ton to aſ- 
% pire to or think neceſlary.” — Ah! 
my dear, my. plain dealing loſt me my 
lover. This affair happened three days 
ſince; and I have heard nothing from 
him. Heaven knows what is become of 
the lovely youth. Perhaps he has choſen 
ſome willow to end his days; —his glaſs 
muſt be nearly run out. — Or perhaps 
he may have preferred his tender ſuit to 
ſome more pliant maid, Well, God 
ſpeed him! I doubt I have loſt him. 
My father wanted to have remonſtrat- 
ed to him the ridiculouſneſs of his 
pretenſions : but 1 think 1 mortified 
him enough. Perhaps you think I mean 
to mortify you with writing an age 
longer; but you are miſtaken; I ſhall 
ſay no more than juſt to aſſure you how 
much I am your deyoted 


Emily HERBERT» 


2 * 
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LK T.i7 E R. LF. 
To Miſs HERBERT. 

Roſeberry, Dec: 5th. 

I Have this day received ſo great a plea- 
ſure, that I cannot help making my 
friend a partaker in it. We are at this 
time at a pretty little ſeat of Mr. Lenox's, 
a particular friend of my . Montague's. 
When I entered the room, how great 
was my ſurprize to find myſelf welcomed 
to Roſeberry by the ſweet recluſe I gave 
you the hiſtory of! and that Miſs Ne- 
ville ſhould be the wife of Mr. Lenox. 
I recognized her inſtantly; ſhe was pre- 
pared to receive me. I lifted up my 
hands in aſtoniſhment ! « Ah! my dear 
« Madam!” ſaid ſhe, how much have 
« I wiſhed for the opportunity of em- 
« bracing you! «I am very happy,” © 
returſed I, „to renew our acquaint- 
ance; and have often lamented my 


"> © 
SS 
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not knowing your addreſs, as I ſhould 
«certainly have congratulated you on 
« your preſent felicity.” On the little 
greyhound coming in, I turned to Mr. 
Montague, and, ſmiling, was going to 
ſpeak, but a look which he returned 
prevented me. I know not what his 
motive was for ſilencing me then, but, 
as a good wife ſhould, obeyed my huſ- 
band. 

An admirer, as you have ever nals... 
yourſelf, of Mr. Montague, how will it 
be encreaſed, when I explain his motive 
for ſtopping me, which he obligingly.. _ 
informed me of this evening! _ _ 

« T was fearful, my dear creature, ſaid... 
he, that you would have diſcovered. 
<« my having ſeen that little dog before, 
and conſequently been apprized of 
« Miſs Neville's retreat, when ſhe con- 
« cealed herſelf from Mr. Lenox; which 


e circumſtance J would not made have 


« known to either of them for the uni- 
verſe,” I am 


4 


| 
| 
| 
: 
| 
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J am very happy then I did not. But 
* could Mr. Lenox have imagined that 
« Miſs Neville would intruſt you with a 
* ſecret which ſhe would not divulge to 
the man ſhe loved?“ ; 


% No, my love; not ſo. ' My friend 
George was, from the vile extravagance 
* of his father, extremely reduced. Ieven 
« wanted to make him independent of an 
* uncle, who poſſeſſed the moſt ſordid 
„mind in the world; I don't know what 
« was his motive, but he would not give 


*& me that ſatisfaction. He was attached, 


« from the moſt generous principles, 
e to Fanny Neville, who was conſigned 
e to his care by a dying father. 
« You may ſpare yourſelf the trouble of 
e informing me, my dear Mr. Monta- 
“ oue, as I have had from Mrs. Lenox a 
« full account of thoſe tranſactions you 
& mean to relate,” 


„When, 
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« When, my dear girl You have 


* not had an opportunity to-day to have 
heard it.” 

Ol no; but I heard it a great while 
{© ago, in a letter from Miſs Neville, be- 
e fore ſhe left the farm.” — 

— And never told your Monta- 
« ove?” 

* You was not my Montague then. 
& Beſides, ſhe intruſted her ſecret to me: 
&« it was not my own.“ : 

« I wonder tho', when you found ſhe 
as engaged to a Mr, Lenox, that you 
e did not think he was the ſame with my. 
« friend,” 

« Mr, Lenox's name throughout the 
« whole was never mentioned: ſhe only 
« ſpake of a Mr. L. I own the incident 
« of the little greyhound ſtruck me, that 
you knew him; as thoſe creatures are 
« generally ſhy to ſtrangers.” 

« By that happy incident, IJ have the 
« pleaſure to find the felicity of two ſuch 
L amiable 
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& amiable people ſecured. Had it not 
been for my meeting you that day, after 

« your return from your friendly viſit, 
* I could not have had my ſuſpicions con- 
ic firmed, of the pretty recluſe being in 
tc reality the perſon I wiſhed to find, but 
* by ſeeking her out, and perhaps being 
* obliged to diſcover myſelf ; which 
« would have effectually deſtroyed my 

« plan for bringing them together, 
Never were ten thouſand pounds ſo 
« yell beſtowed.” 

O my Emily ! do you think I was tiot 
in faptures at this further proof of the- 
worth of my dear Montague 2 33 

. Good God! And is he mine? Ami- 
able beſt of men ! 

I remember his gaing the very next day 
to town, upon urgent buſineſs. An ag 
of the moſt exalted generoſity was the 
urgent. buſineſs he went upon. How well. 
he formed his plan, never to have it diſ- 


covered! What a friend he has. been! f 
What 


we 
1 ©2 
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What a huſband have I! His virtues 
will call down the bleſſings of Heaven on 
all connected with him. 

The deareſt of men will not ſuffer me 
to. write any longer; but I could not 
avoid giving vent to the emotions which 
filled my heart, on this recent inſtance 
of my happineſs, in being united to ſuch 
A man, 

Adieu ! and Good-night. 


Y 


T AM more and more charmed with 
Mrs. Lenox. She poſſeſſes a great ſhare 
of vivacity, which, now ſhe is happy, 
ſhe indulges in a manner that gives. plea- 
ſure to every one. Her little family is 
-upder the beſt regulation i in the world: 
I mean to adopt ſome of her ſchemes, , 
avhich I think will be of great advan- 


We 
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We ſhall ſpend a few days here, then 
go, for a fortnight, to Bentick-houſe. At 
Chriſtmas we return to Woodley, where 
we ſhall ſtay ſix weeks. Then we pro- 
poſe ſetting out for Bellefont. We have 
beſpoke the ſeven-league boots, to en- 
able us to ſtep twenty miles out of our 
road. A pretty invitation you have 
given the company, to accommodate 
themſelves in your heart! Mr. Monta- 
oue ſays we muſt not be divided; ſo we 
intend taking up our lodging there. Ca- 
pacious as it 1s, I am afraid we ſhall 
hardly find room for all the gueſts, as 
every body will be deſirous of ſqueezing ; 
in, The manſion fo invaluable, can 
it be wondered that every one ſhould 


ſtrive to gain a part? 


Adieu, my deareſt love]! May I never, 
by any fault of mine, forfeit the ſhare I © 


at preſent poſſeſs ! 


Your's ever, 
Lovis Mowr Aok. 
0 4 Lei- 


————  —  __ - 
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Letters which paſſed to and from | 
the reſpeive friends for ſome months are 
omitted, as their circumſtances were not of 
' conſequence enough to be inſerted. 


— 


LETTER LI. 
20 Miſs Lasceiies. 


Brook-ſtreet, Feb. 14. 


Of all comfort l ed. 
When I play'd the fool, and married. 


BAB, how truly do I verify that 
old ſong! Married in haſte, and 
repenting at leiſure; ſuch is my ſitua- | 
tion. * | 
Never marry, Laſcelles, unleſs you are | 
really in love with your huſband. Love 
may teach you a ſervility of behaviour 
which, tho' it may be mean, yet will con- 
4 i | duce 
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duce to happineſs and quiet, as it will 
enable you to bear and forbear. 

But my haughty ſoul, unuſed to bend, 
cannot ſo eaſily ſubmit to the ſhackles of 
a man I certainly never loved, and now 
heartily hate. His treatment of me after- 
my marriage has not been of that kind, to 
engage my heart, or to have ſecured it, 
had it been previouſly engaged. If you 
mean to conciliate the thanks and good 
wiſhes of any perſon, never endeavour 
again to make upa match, Had it not 
been for your counſels and inſtigations, 
I ſhould never have been the wife of Lord 
Hilton. But then, you will ſay, I had 
never been a Counteſs, True, I 
ſhould not. But then I ſhould not have 
been a lighted wife; and whatever 
maiden thoughts you and I might have 
had, I can aſſure you, it is no ſmall mor- 
tification to receive cold inſults from a 
man for whom we have, as Mr. Somer- 


ville ſays, ſacrificed ſo much. Title and 
| 5 rank, 


THE FINE LADY. 145 


rank, 1 find, Bab, to be but empty 
ſubſtitutes for peace and happineſs. The 
laſt I might have enjoyed with Montague, 
and the firſt I ſhould then have never 
thought of. | ; 
Lord Hilton ſufficiently revenges Mr. 
Montague's quarrel on me. Perhaps 1 
am but fitly recompenſed for my breach 
of faith to him; and I am ſure I may 
read my crime in my puniſhment. Ah! 
how very different are my ſentiments now, 
to what they were ſome months ſince? 
Diſſipation, darling diſſipation has loſt its 
charm. The flattery of the men give me 
no pleaſure. Their adulation I deſpiſe. 
I deſpiſed truth, when uttered by one of 
the moſt worthy of men. Bab! I have 
never yet ſeen his fellow. Yet I did not 
love him—I am fure I did not at that 
time. But the character I have heard of 
him lately, joined to the reflections I am 
enabled to make in my compariſons at. 
 "YOb H 90 5 home, 
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home, has created ſentiments in my / breaſt 
unknown before. 


* — 


—— — — — 


ID ven to ſecure half my koctatle 
to myſelf; for the other half is nearly 
gone, I dare ſay, (without the eſtate being 
cleared) in gaming, and ſupporting a le- 
gion of miſtreſſes. He is always involved 
in difficulties, and wants me to give up 
part of my ſettlement, to put his affairs 
in a better train; but he labours in vain, 
if he thinks to gain that point of me. I 


find it not prudent to truſt him. We 


now very ſeldom meet; nor do I wiſh it. 
He is forever out; whether he carries his 
diſcontent abroad I know not, but I am 
ſure there is enough left at home. Tho? 


Iendeayour to appear to take pleaſure in the 


company by which I am for ever ſurround- 
ed, yet, if I deceive them, cannot myſelf. 
Not that I would have you to underſtand I 

wiſh 


4 


—— * 
2 n , 


THE FINE LADY. 147 


wiſh to have the world believe that I am 
happily married, or that I love my huſ- 
band; I care not if all the world knew 
to the contrary. It would, more than the 
lights themſelyes, pique me, if I thought 
any one could ſuppoſe I could love a man 
who · ſhould dare to treat me with neglect. 
No; let the whole univerſe ſee in how 
contemptible a light I behold the man 
my folly gave to me as a huſband. 
Qur frequent diſputes render us very 
unfit company to each other, either at 
night or day. The former I have always 
to myſelf, as, ſince our laſt grand quar- 
rel, 1 have betaken myſelf to a ſeparate 
apartment ; and nothing, I am reſolved, 
ſhall eyer prevail on me to admit him to 
it, The latter he ſufficiently employs 
himſelf abroad: how, or in what manner, 
is too trivial a circumſtance for to engage 
my ſingle moment's attention. 


Lady Bell gives me dangerous coun- a 
ſel. — H have not, however, the leaſt incli- 
H 2 nation 
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nation to follow it. She vows ſhe would 
pay his neglect in the ſame coin; yet ſhe 
herſelf contributes to his negligence, by 
encouraging him to flirt with her, and 
ever ready to receive him at her houſe. 


Had I the leaſt particle of affection for 
him, I ſhould be horridly jealous and 
not without reaſon, I verily believe. — 


But from that evil, thank Heaven! I am 
ſecured by my indifference. nig 


I am ſorry you think you have cau uſe to 
complain of Capel; but fear indeed your 
.apprehenſions are not groundleſs. He is 
the boſom particular of his Lordſhip;— 


no recommendation with me, Bab, what- 


ever it may be with you. I am ſure he 
will do him no good. Tet you ſhould 


not blame him for his back wardneſs in 


bringing your affair to a concluſion; for 
what but immediate ruin could be the 
conſequence of your union ? You know 
how very much your father is irritated 


againſt him, whether by the inſtigations 
'of 
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of your ſiſters, or by the cavalier treat- 
ment he received from him, I know not: 
but a reconciliation, ſhould you marry, 
muſt never be hoped for; and without 
that, you have no chance of living. He, 
you know, has nothing he can call his 
own, beſides his commiſſion; for as to 
his patrimony, which was ſlender enough 
at firſt, that has been mortgaged a long 
time, and the produce diſſipated at 
White's. A melancholy picture this 
would be in matrimony ! I wiſh, Bab, 
you would ſee it in a proper point of 
view. I counſel you againſt matrimony, 
for your advantage, and becauſe I would 
have you happy. You counſelled me to 
marry, I followed the advice, and ſhall | 
never ceaſe to repent it. 


Would to Heaven J had not married 
Many years {wing of pleaſure might [have 
enjoyed—idolized by the men, envied by 
the women, and the admiration of all, ' had 
I:not been fo fooliſhly precipitate, . 

H 3 "2s 
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as at that time, I did not hike Mr. 
Montague, I might afterwards have met 
with a man capable of making me hap- 
Py; but vanity, conſummate vanity, was 
my ruin. That indeed has been grati- 


| fied, but at the expence of all proſpect 


of happineſs. 
Yours, 


HARRIET HILTox. 


9 


LETTER Lyn. 
To M. 5 LASCELLES, 


Groſvenor- ſtreet, May 12th, 
H E moſt inconſiſtent of all in- 
conſiſtencies is that fame Lady 
Hilton. She raves againſt the gay indif- 


ference of her Lord, yet proteſts ſhe de- 


ſpiſes him too much to loſe a thought 


on him. He ſometimes too, brings. 


his "Fon along with him; but 1 
| threaten 
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tAreaten to baniſh him from my houſe; 
if he entertains me with ſo dull a ſubject 
as a wife. Ah! ſhe is a fool. TI always 
told her to marry Montague and coquet 
with Hilton. But ſhe chole to follow 
your advice, and rejected that I offered; 
though ſhe knew I had been ſhackled, 
and conſequently muſt have been ac- 
quainted with the facred myſteries of 
wedlock. 

She is ſtill very much the faſhion ! 
which is a very ſubſtantial reaſon for my 
not appearing often with her in public : 
for as to outward form, I muſt confeſs 
ſhe is my ſuperior; but then, if I but 
deign to ſpeak, I might &en from the 


bidding of th: Gods command all the 


beaus in the cirele. 

So Bab! I find you think I Ile your 
Capel from you? Poor thing! And is 
it jealous ? Well, I ſwear I am forry.— 
But who can help it? Would you have 
me vell my beauties in endleſs night, 

| H 4 becauſe 
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becauſe they are acknowledged as often 
as ſeen ? Indeed, Bab, I cannot prevent 
your ſwain, and every body's ſwain, 
being ſenſible of my charms and wit. 
If they will follow me I cannot help ir. 
My doors are always open to people of 
faſhion, and if ſuch happen to be your 


lover, or Lady Hilton's huſband, or the 


lovers and huſbands of half the world, am 
I to blame? How ſtrange you are grown. 
Do. you think when a tender ſpeech. 
full of ſoft nonſenſe is addreſſed to me, 
I ſtop the ſpeaker ſhort, tro enquire: 
whether he is the lover or huſband of any 
of my acquaintances ?—Not Bell Henley 


I aſſure you. Love has no colour, 
complexion, ſize, voice or features. I 
hear it from every man-—and from every 


man it is welcome. So none of your 
yawn-creating ſentences J beſeech you, 
about the ſacredneſs of friendſhip and 
fuch ſtuff. If you or any woman in 
England thinks to ſecure ſuch a pretty 

fellow 
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fellow. as Capel to herſelf, ſhe will in 
the end prove herſelf woefully mistaken 
—that's all. I tell you once for all you 
are a ſimpleton, ever to think of him in 
the way of, for better and for worle. 
Why don't you contrive to get married 
to ſome ſuch humdrum as my dear couſin 
Lord F ielding, or Sir Robert F alconer— 
then whiſk up to town and Capel js | 
your own. Let me give you this plain 
bit of advice; you want to be thought 
a little eſprit—a woman of the world; 
you riſk your ſentiments in all companies 
—or rather my ſentunents, which Lady 
Formal calls licentious: this Bab! tho? 
it may ſuit me, will not you: you are 
young, ſingle, and not of ſufficient con- 
ſequenee at preſent to ſecure yourſelf 
from cenſure, It is a rock many a girl 
has ſplit on, The men are afraid to 
venture on a female who profeſſes to 
wiſh herſelf married that ſhe may enjoy 
Uberty free from control. In a word, 
II 5 my 


1:4 THE FINE LADY. 
my dear Bab! you are too honeſt. Re- 


form then, my girl, and try to catch a 
man who may be able to allow you a 4 


| | 
'F 
if 


| good ſeparate maintenance——if you ' 
| ſhould not play your cards too dif- L 
creetly to be detected. You muſt alter } 
|| your plan I aſſure you, and that quickly, 
al or you will be in danger of Eng a 
i willow-garland. 
ſ! Your true F riend, 
[{| 
0 ISaBzLLA n 
00 
| ee ol, WB/PER LVL. | | 
}! To Georce Lenox E/. N 
I PIES . 
| Bellefont, Nov. 5th | 
N I Begin to taſte the beauties of your laft 
| letter, which I think may be ſtiled 
| an elegant panegerick on your little boy. 
| We are making preparations for my dear 
lj Louiſa's removal to London, to preſent 
| eau. + A 
N | — 
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me, I hope, with ſuch 'a pledge of our. 
happineſs. O George! What anxiety, 


do I feel on this approaching occaſion. I: 
ſometimes gaze on her *till I am obliged . 
to turn my full eyes away, that they 
may not by their ſenſibility alarm her- 
Would to God the time was come, and 
happily over! ſhe is herſelf very deſirous 
of continuing here. God is every 
<« where ſhe ſays, and can preſerve her 
here as well as in town.” I agree with 
her as to the omnipreſcience of the Al- 
mighty; but Doctor Ford is not here; 
Q and ] cannot conſent to truſt a life ſo 
valuable in any other hands. How valu- 

able indeed 
Faith George! I find my paſſion un- 
abated—unabated! it is ſtronger than 
ever it was. Her charms increaſe every 
day—Her winning ſoftneſs gentle 
diſpoſition, and tender affection, endear 
her to me more and more. O Lenox! 
and muſt the time ſoon arrive when her 
H 6 precious 
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precious life will be in danger? The re- 
flection harrows up my ſoul. I muſt 
not think of it: if I do, my preſent 
moment of joy wilt be embittered with 


the future ow 


THE dear CE is | herſelf out of ſpi- 
rits. I had written myſelf into the vapors 
as the women call them, and ſought out 
my love to eaſe my anxious mind; 1 
found her exceedingly melancholy. I 
endeavoured to divert her, but could 
not remove her penſiveneſs or prevent a 
ſilent tear—the firſt ſhe has ever ſhed 
ſince matrimony — from ſtealing down 
her lovely cheek. © My Louiſal my 
« angel!” cried I, folding my arms 
round her, © what mean thoſe tears?“ 

Pardon me, my deareſt Mr. Monta- 
ce gue; they are only the effects of low ] 
«.ipints.”” . 5 

«Tt is a reflection on me my love, to 
« permit you to be low ſpirited. Come, 
come, I _ exert the huſband, and 

= baniſh 
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ec baniſhevery care from your dear breaſt.” 

She ſighed. © Give me that ſigh Loui- 
« ſa,” She faintly ſmiled, and ſhook her 
head. Won't you then tell me. why 
« you ſighed?” 

„ was thinking where in a month's 
« time I might be?“ 

« In London, you will be my love.” 

« O Montague!“ Melting into tears, 
« I may by that time bein my grave.” 
Do not be angry with me Mr., Mon- 
e tague; but even the bare probability 
* of a ſeparation from you cauſes me in- 
« expreſſible anguiſh. Bleſt as I am, how 
could I part from you?” | 

« My deareſt girl, I would akin | 
«you out of your fears were they not in 
« themſelves unreaſonable. But ſtill 
giving way to them may endanger 
« your health. I hope, my ſweet love, 


„we have very many happy years to 
« live &er we ſink into the grave: alid 


e that the Almighty will firſt take me 
* to his care,” © Heaven forbid !” cried 
01 ſhe 
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ſhe eagerly, O God grant I may be 


" the firſt that pays the debt of nature ?” 


„Well, well,” cried I ſmiling, „we are 
ce neither of us in haſte. But why do 
« you ſo earneſtly pray to leave me be- 
« hind you?? 

« What ſhould I do on earth when 
« you were gone? — Heaven, and its 
ce Joys alone, could only recompenſe me 
« for the loſs I ſhould ſuſtain in being ſe- 
e parated from you, How great muſt 
ce be its happineſs if it is greater than I 
« have taſted ſince I have been your's.” 
I thought her too ferious—Her words 
and the ſolemn air which accompanied 
them affected me, I however ſtifled the 
tender emotion, and ſmiling told her; 
« If Heaven would grant our petition, 
&« we ſhould certainly requeſt the ſame 
&« favour with Baucis and Philemon, 
e and be transformed into two old yew- 
<5fees.” + Upon my word l continued 


I ſurveying her, © if the transformation 
« was 
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e was to take effect at this moment, you 
« would make a prodigious ſtately plant. 
« But we ſhould be ſoon obliged to call 
te the aid of Lucina to bring my little 
« Adonis into the light. Pray, my dear, 
« where would you pleaſe to grow? 
In your heart, my dear Montague: 
« where I would flouriſh for ever.” 
| I had but juſt time to thank her in a 
fond embrace, when we were inter- 
rupted by ſome company. 
The beginning of next week we ſet 
out for town. Heaven ſend us a good 
journey! And a ſafe return, my dear 
Louiſa would rejoin; for ſhe is exceſ- 
ſively attached to this place. 
You cannot imagine in what forward- 
neſs our new town is. The ſchool-houſe 
is nearly finiſhed. The plan is a more 
enlarged one than that at Woodley. My 
connection with this angelic creature has 
not only made me a happy but a good 
| man. 
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man. Encouraged by her ſweet example 
ple, I find myſelf better every day. 
Next ſummer hope I ſhall be favour- 
ed with the company of you and your 
amiable Fanny. Little George muſt be 
of your party.—You would not eaſily 
pardon me if I was to leave him out of 
the invitation: beſides, he muſt be a 
companion to my little fellow or fel- 
loweſs whatever it may be. Our nur 
ſery is very commodious I aſſure you, 
and fit to receive us. I ſuppoſe you and 
I ſhall be miſſing every now-and- then; 
and after ſtrict ſearch we ſhall be diſ- 
covered dandling our reſpective bant- 
lings, and finging lull- a- bye to the little 
ſqualling rogues. Hang me, if I do not 
think we ſhall find pleaſure from the 
employ. You do at preſent I preſume. 
Well I muſt learn from you and nature 


to be a tender father. It will not be the 


firſt good thing you have taught 
HENRY MonTacve. 


LE T. 
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LET TER-LIE 
To GzokceE LIENOX E/7. 


Park+ſtreet, Nov. 21ſt. 

George! the time is come that is 

to make me the happieſt or moſt: 

wretched of men]! My Louiſa ! Ah how 

dear! is taken ill, —And. attended. by 
the Doctor. 


Four o'clock. 


Rejoice with me] All. is ſafe, thank 
Heaven! My love, my life, is reſtored to 
me. Joy is too great to be expreſſed. 
I am mad with joy. 

By my ſoul! I forgot to aſk what I. 


am father to; whether a child or a 
cream-cheeſe of which ſhe was fond 


during her ptegnancy, I neyer once 
thought about it: ſo happy was I to. 
hear my beloved was ſafe. But now it. 
has popt in my head, I mult fatisfy - 
| | 4 my. 
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my curioſity, for at preſent I find it 
pretty predominant. 

A boy, by Jupiter! and lovely as a 
ſleeping Cupid. His enchanting mo- 
ther I have juſt ſeen, I preſſed her 
charming lips, and received a gentle 
ſmile. 

Mr. Somervile and Charles are be- 


low—I muſt go and congratulate them 


on my—and cheir happineſs 
Adieu! : 
Your's, a | 
HENRY MonTAGUE. 


—_— tt. — 
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LET I ER Li. 
To Miſs HERBERT, 


Park-ſtreet, Dec. 14th, 
DEDICATE the firſt tribute of re- 
turning health to my beloved Emily. 
O my dear, that you were here, to be 
witneſs of my happineſs! To ſee my 
| lovely 


- 
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lovely little boy too—You cannot think 
what a little cherub it is.—And then 
my amiable Montague is ſo fond of 
him.—You would be delighted to ſee 
him, when he aſſumes the character of 
a nurſe; and the ſmiling infant ſeems 
ſenſible of the extreme joy expreſſive in 
his father's countenance. 


_ What an addition to our happineſs 1s 
the preſence of this little-one ! How tri- 
fling is the remembrance of my ſufferings, 
when I behold the conſequences, and ſee 
the before-unequalled tenderneſs of the 
beſt of men ſtill increaſing! He fits 
whole hours with me. How kind! how 
conſiderate! And yet how ſeldom are 
men thus kind, thus conſiderate? He 
racks his invention to ſcheme plans for 
my amuſement. He ſucceeds in every 
thing ; for what a diſpoſition muſt that be, 
which is not pleaſed from the kind endea- 
vours of thoſe who love us? | 
| 58 I am 


I am called upon already. My Mon- 
tague is apprehenſive that writing at pre- 
ſent may be prejudicial. Ah! he has 
brought an advocate which cannot fail: 
My ſweet Harry ! Yes, my little- one, for 
thee I will ſtop my pen, and bid you 
adieu. 


Lovis A MonTaous.. 


LETTER IX. 
To Miſs L.AaSCELLES. 


Brook- ſtreet, Dec. zoth;-. 

S Laſcelles ! your laſt letter rob- 

bed me of every idea of hap- 
pineſs. Yet, if there was the leaſt re- 
maining, this day has overwhelmed. it; 
J have ſeen him! Yes, Bab, have ſeen: 
him with her with his beloved Louiſa.— 
I was airing in the park - they were doing 
the ſame ; the firſt time ſince her lying- 


1 ſaw them in their poſt- 
chaiſe. 


. PIER 2 
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chaiſe. His arm was round her waiſt; 
and his eyes, which were fixed on her's, 
. beamed with the moſt ardent love. He 
even lifted her hand to his lips —Half 
diſtracted at the ſight of their felicity, I 
'returned home—to a home which is now 
become a hell to me. 

But are they then ſo bleſt as Lady 
Fielding paints their ſituation ?—Is he ſo 
tender a huſband ? But why do I aſk ? 
Have not mine eyes ſeen them happy ? 
Oh that they had inſtantly cloſed. in death! 
J know not what to do—or where to 
80.—Miſerable Harriet! undone by thy 
own folly ! All the happineſs I have been 

a mournful ſpe&ator of, I might have 
enjoyed enjoyed with Montague. 0 
Montague ! dear loved Montague ! what 
have I not loſt by my own raſh ſtupidity ? 
My heart, ever inſenſible before, is now 
enſlaved by a hopeleſs paſſion. Tes, 
Bab, I feel now the force of love. Oh! 
| what 


I 
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what -would I not give, to have felt the 
ſame ſentiment in the day of happineſs !— 
Now what is left me, but to moan and 
lament thro? a life of endleſs miſery, like 
the arch-deceiver of old. 
I muſt ſee him again—tho? to ſee him, 
will be planting daggers in my breaſt. 
Adieu! 7 - | 
HaRRIET HIL TrOx. 


ELET TER: IT. 
To GROROGER Ltxox Eg. 


. Park-ſtreet, Feb. 1oth. 
OUR friend is going to metamor- 
Y phoſe himſelf into a Grand Sig- 
nior to-night. We are going to the maſ- 
querade at Soho. My Louiſa was never 
preſent at one of theſe midnight revels; 
tho' it is not on her account we go, as 
you know ſhe is not attached to any pub- 
lic places—and 1 believe this, of all 

6 | others, 


THE FINE LADY. 167 


others, will be leaſt pleaſing to her gentle 
diſpoſition. But this is to be a very ſu- 
perb one—and ſo we go to join the mot- 
ley throng. | 

My ſweet girl goes as a fille de Patmos. 
The ſimplicity and innocence of that cha- 
rater, I think, will beſt ſuit the delicacy 
of her manners—infinitely better, I am 
ſure it will, than moſt of the dreſſes our 
ladies of faſhion aſſume. 

Charles goes as a Roman ſenatog— 
Lady Bentick a Perſian flave—Lord Ben- 
tick and Lady Cheſter in rich Domi- 
no's—Ned Bentick as a ſcaramouch ;— 
and now I think I have told you all. I 
had rather paſs a ſober evening with you 
in Leiceſter-fields, with our two amiable 
wives, but it muſt be otherwiſe, 

I won't write any further: Indeed I 
cannot; as my Louiſa has juſt begged I 
would give her my opinion about part of 
ker dreſs, Adieu! 


F eb. 
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Feb. 11th. 


"GOOD God, what an encounter have 
Thad ! Would to Heaven I had not gone 
to this curſed maſquerade ! Bur take the 
particulars. 
Me entered into the ſpirit of the place. 
Louiſa too expreſſed more ſatisfaction 
than I expected, from the novelty of the 
amuſement. 5 
About twelve, I began to grow tired; 
and having a ſevere head- ach, from the 
heat of the great room, I went into one 
of the ſmall one's below ſtairs. There 
happened to be no body there, except a 
very elegant Caliſta, whom I had remark- 
ed to follow our party the whole evening. 
I threw myſelf on a ſofa, without pay- 
ing the leaſt attention to the maſk, who 
walked backwards and forwards ſeveral 
times. Art laſt ſhe ſtopped, directly be- 


— 


fore me, fixing her eyes on me, and 


fetehed a deep ſigh. © Are you repent- 
Fa 
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ing of your ſins?” aſked I, induced by 


the liberty of the place. I do indeed 


« repent of the injury I have done you,” 
ſhe anſwered, in a tremulous voice. 
« Done me? You miſtake me, I fancy.” 

No, it is impoſſible I could be de- 
« ceived in you My heart directed me 
eto Montague.” | 

„Then you know me.” 

« do.“ And looking round her, to 
ſee if any one was approaching, © I 
« would unmaſk, but dare not, leſt 
« when you ſee me”— 

By Heavens!“ cried I, ſeizing her 
hands, „you ſhall unmaſk.” She trem- 
bled ſo, I was apprehenſive ſhe would 
faint. © Why this agitation, Madam? 
“Come, come, I muſt ſee your face, and 
* know how you have injured me.” 

Then pity and forgive me, cried 
ſhe, dropping her maſk, and diſcovering 
to my aſtoniſhed view the features of the 
faithleſs Lady Hilton. I ſtarted at the 

Vor. II. I ſight 
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ſight of her, and could not at that time 
command utterance, O George, what _ | 
an object ſhe was — Think you behold 1 
her kneeling at my feet; — her mourning | 
weeds ſetting off the brilliancy of her 
complexion ; her fine hair falling grace- 
| fully on one ſide of the lovelieſt neck in 
| the world-—her charming hands claſped 
| and lifted up, with ſtreaming eyes, to 
me. Thus was the fair penitent ſituated, 

I endeavoured to raiſe her, not without 
ſome emotion on my part; but ſhe refu- 
ſed to change her poſture, till I had pro- 

3 nounced her pardon. © Never, never 
| <« have I known an hour of joy ſince 1 
| < baſely deſerted you, for the moſt worth- 
<« leſs of men. Soon, I hope, ſhall I be 


| c numbered with the dead. — What is 
| e there in life worth living for? I am 
| « too late become ſenſible of your inex- 
| * preffible worthineſs. O Montague? 
| Montague! But I am deſervedly = 
| „ niſhed in your hatred,” - 

For Heaven's ſake, Lady Hilton, 


| 4 riſe — Lou will be taken notice of.— 
| I hear ſome one 3 you 
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ic have my pardon forget you ever 
„ jinjured me.“ 

« Oh! will you reſtore. me to your 
tc efteem-?— Then I will riſe, and riſe 
« happy.” I placed her on the ſofa by 
me. I am ſorry to find your ladyſhip 
is not happy in your marriage. I do 
« aſſure you I have ever wiſhed you 
„ ſhould.” 

« O! you are too good. I have a 
c thouſand things to ſay to you. —And-— 
te we are interrupted. -O Montague! 
e dear amiable Montague! kill me not 
« with a refuſal,” cried ſhe, taking me 
by the hand, which ſhe honoured with 
a gentle preſſure; if your pardon is 
& ſincere, refuſe me not.” 

« What would you require of me?“ 

+ To ſee you to-morrow evening, for 
& half an hour, in Brook-ſtreet.—I muſt: 
e ſee you. Something of conſequence 
J have to unfold.” | 

„ I know not how.” 

— “ You muſt, you muſt,” ſhe cried, 
in agony, © The future peace of my 
life depends on your indulging me.“ 

> "WS By 
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By this time the room began to fill, which 
they all do in turn. I had not time to 

anſwer her. She ſhot from me inſtantly, 
and I ſaw her no more. 

Would to Heaven I had not "ou her! 
| Her preſence recalls to my heart a thou- ? 
| ſand diſturbances I thought long ſince F 
extinct. I have ever carefully avoided 
her. Why did we meet ? I continued in 
a ſtate of ſtupidity, till rouſed from it by 
the voice of my gentle Louiſa ; who, in 
the mildeſt accents, told me ſhe had been 
ſeeking me. I preſſed her dear hand. 
but was too unſettled to enter into con- 2 
| verſation. The reſt of our party joined 4 
| us, and dragged me into the other rooms. Af 
| My eyes ſought the apparition which had ö 
| ſo lately appeared to them, but in vain. 9 
- The ladies complained of being tired, 
and wiſhed to be at home. I ſeconded 
their motion. As ſoon as we could get 
to our carriages, we left this perhaps fa- 
tal place. Yet why ſo? Where is the 
| danger to 2 right mind ? A good heart 
is always ſecure, 
| We 


— 7 
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We were engaged to ſpend this even- 
ing in Berkeley- ſquare, as it is the birth- 
day of Charles. I however muſt put off 
my engagement. A little diſſimulation 
I muſt uſe, which my foul abhors. But 
yet 'tis neceſſary. I cannot repel the cu- 
rioſity of knowing what Lady Hilton 
has to unfold.— Let fear not, Lenox. 
Her perfidy, joined to the excellenctes, 
of my angelic Louiſa, will arm my heart 
againſt her charms. N 


—— — 


I HAVE juſt told my wife I could not 
accompany her to her father's. 

“ Theirs then will be the loſs, my dear 
Mr. Montague. But as it has been an 
ce engagement of a long ſtanding” 
« you think I ſhould make ſome rea- 
e ſonable excuſe, my love. Tell Charles, 
I with him all happineſs ; but that I am 
prevented aſſuring him of my withes in 
« perſon, by an unlucky engagement 
« which I formed laſt night. I will, how-' 
ever, be with you at ſupper, —I dare 
„ ſay I ſhall be able.“ 

KA « But 
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« But leſt you ſhould not, I had better 
© be filent as to the latter part of your 
e meſſage. My brother, I am ſure, will 
= readily excuſe you,” 

« But will you, my love? Tho I af- 
« fure you I will fetch you home.” 

Put yourſelf to no inconvenience, my 
« dear creature, I beg of you. I ſhall N 
e not ſtay late, as yeſterday was a fa- F 
tiguing day.” | 

This affair is then ſettled; and at 


| ſeven, being the appointed hour, I go 2 
| N 
to Brook: ſtreet. : 
| In the mean time your's, q 
| : HENRY MonTaGus. 3 
| i 5 AR 1 107 182 ? 
| LETTER LXIII. A 
lf To HENRY MonTacvt, E 3 4 
h | Leiceſter-fields, Feb. 11th. ; 
Half paſt Five. * 


Y deareſt Harry, what are you 
about to do? Good God! can 


yon really mean to go to Brook: ſtreet ? I 
hope 
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hope my intreaties will prevail on you 
to ſtay at home, or attend your wite to 
her father's. 

Can you, O Montague! can you con- 
ſent to injure your amiable Louiſa, which | 
I much fear will be the caſe, if you per- 
fiſt in the fatal reſolution of viſiting the 
artful Lady Hilton ? Such ſhe certainly 
is, to the higheſt degree. What purpoſe 
is it to anſwer? Why ſhould ſhe be fo. 
follicitous to receive your pardon ? Oh! 
Harry, ſhe means your deſtruction. 

I cannot write any farther, leſt my man 

| ſhould not reach you time enough to pre- 
vent the impending danger. But let me 
beg of you, if you have the leaſt re- 
gard for me, your deſerving wife, your 
lovely infant, and your own honour and 
bi kappinefs, to lay your intentions aſide. 
7 Do, my dear Harry, reflect what the fa--- 
5 tal conſequences may be. 


-_  Your's incerely, 
g Go. Eznox.. 


14 LE T. 
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* ZE T TER NM. 
To Grorce LENOx, F/q,; 


Park-ftreet, Feb. 12. 

F I had received your note in time, I 

will not flatter you that it would have 
had the deſired effect; ſo confident was 
I in the firmneſs of my own ſoul, and 
what I owed my wife. But let never man, 
after me, boaſt of his ſtrength of reſolu- 
tion. If he does, he will prove the iaine 
weak creature I have done. 

O that I could recall the paſt hours 
And yet, vainly truſting to my own heart, 
I ſhould again fall. 

Curiofiry, you know, was my plea ;. 
at leaſt I flattered myſelf there was no 
other motive. I went to ſatisfy that cu- 
riofity—and, like our firſt parent, was 
loſt. 

I entered the fatal houſe about ſeven, 
and was introduced with ſome degree of 
ſecret caution to by what name ſhall 
I call her? -I found her ſitting in a me- 


lancholy poſture on a ſofa; her dreſs 
ele- 
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elegantly negligent. A bluſh overſpread 
her fine face, and a trembling ſeized her, 
when I approached her. 

She made a motion to me to fit down ; | 
I did by her. I was not very well able 
to interrupt a ſilence which was in itſelf 
awful, Without ſpeaking a word, ſhe 
burſt into tears. Overcome with the 
affecting ſight, I ſeized her hand, and, 
eagerly preſſing it, demanded the cauſe. 

« You hate me, Montague,” cried 
ſhe, turning her {ſwimming eyes on me; 
you hate me, notwithſtanding your 
e pity has brought you here.?“ 

« You do me wrong, Lady Hilt-n. 
“Can you think it poſſible I ſhould hate 
«you? No; a deſire of being ſervice- 
ce able to you has brought me here.” 

« Oh! Montague, you ſee before you 
<« the moſt miſerable of her ſex; made 
« {9 by by her own unſurmountable folly. 
e D>omed for ever to be wretched, and 
e deſervedly doomed, for lighting the 
* moſt valuable of men. But you are 
. * ſufficiently revenged.““ 77 
1 am 
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* am extremely concerned to hear 


„Lord Hilton makes ſo ill a return for 


the favour you ſhewed him. I was in 
hopes you would have been happier 
« with the man of your own choice.” 

« Ah! call him notſo. I cannot bear 
* you ſhould labour under fo grofs an 
* error. No, he was not the man of my 
* choice. —l was drawn in by the ſubtlety 
*.0f Miſs Laſcelles to countenance him. 
* had then never known what it was to 
„love any man. My heart was choaked 
* up with feeds of vanity, —He nou- 
„ riſned my foible more than you did. 
„My heart had never been ſenſible to 
* the ſoft delights of love. Ah! that 


=*jr were not now! for he is loſt to me, 


« and I to him! Now here my only 
« comfort lies. On this loved image 
« do I fix my thoughts, becauſe, when 
« it was drawn, it was for the woman 
beloved by you.” —During the latter 
end of her ſpeech, ſhe drew up a rib- 


band which was tied round her neck, 


and hung down her boſom; but, replac- 


ing it inſtantly continued; — But there, 
thou 


1 
3 * 
* » 4 
4 

» "» 
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« thou loved reſemblance, thou ſhalt re- 


« main,” 


*« May I not ſee it, aſked I fniling. 


With the moſt bewitching look, ſhe an- 


ſwered, I dare not.“ Nay then I will. 
«ſee it;“ ſaid L She endeavoured to 
prevent me; a tender ſtruggle enſued. 
— Her hands, her neck. were now at my 
liberty,—O Lenox! thus tempted, is it 
wonderful I ſhould fall? Each ſeducing 
——each ſeduced,---1n a moment we were 
both undone. Oh! what guilty tranſ-- 
port. fired our ſouls! Neither could: 
blame the other. Yet. on my knees I 


beſought her pardon. © Equally bleſt 


«and equally unhappy, Montague, are 
« we,” © But Oh! do not,“ cried ſhe— 
her hands claſped, © do not deſpiſe me.“ 
O George] we could not fall. lower; 
at leaſt our enraptured ſenſes told us we 
could not, and we ſwallowed. guilty: 
draughts of love. At laſt we ſeparated. 
But who ſhall deſcribe my ſenſations. 
when I entered my. own doors? Guilt, 
conſcious guilt glowed on my check. It. 
was a relief to me to hear. my wife - my 


L 6 mured: 
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injured wife, was not returned. Your 7 
letter preſented itſelf to my view. I per- 
uſed it and deteſted myſelf. Oh! that 
I could yet follow your counſel! but! 
am plunged deep in vice—and muſt I 
call it by ſo harſh a name ?—How did I 
uſe to wiſh the lovely Harriet's heart was 
ſenſible to love. It is, — and from 
thence proceeds my miſery, Yet I muſt 
repay the ſacrifice ſhe has made me with 
ingratitude or negle&.—Yes! I muſt 
ſee her once more; but I vill only ſee 
her. We will meet as friends. 
I qfat muſing, my head reſting on my 
arms till paſt eleven, when I was rouzed 
by the rap of Mrs. Montague's ſervant. 
She entered the room, and, from my al- 
tered looks and ſituation, judged Þ was 
Ill. In the moſt tender manner, ſhe 
wanted to preſcribe ſomething for me, 
How did her unmerited goodneſs cut me 
to the ſoul! J longed to claſp her to my 
boſom to thank her—but could not, 
when I reflected how lately J had preſſed 


ji another. I begged her to go to bed, 
I whither I would quickly tollow. She 
i intreated 
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intreated I would farſt go to reſt, and 
that ſhe would procure me fomewhat 
- which might do me good—and watch by 
me. She preſſed my hands—with fond- 
neſs. Thoſe inſtances of affection which 
I uſed to receive with pleaſure, were now 
bitter reproaches. However, I complied 
with her requeſt, and- firſt retired—but 
not to reſt. - Guilt had driven all reſt 
from my eye-lids. The dear Louiſa tried 
every method to ſooth me. To rid me of 
importunities, which now were painful, 
I feigned mylelf to be aſleep. She at 
length fell into a real ſlumber; ſweet, 
peaceful and innocent as her ſpotleſs ſoul ; 
—wlule I ſpent the long tedious night 
in ſelf- condemnation and ſoul-harrowing 
reflections. The riſing day brought no 
return of happineſs to me. A heavy 
gloomy weight preſſes down my ſpirits. 
But I muſt be careful not to give the 
leaſt riſe to ſuſpicions. My Louiſa ſhall 
never diſcover the moſt minute alteration 
in my conduct towards her. No; ſhe 
will ever be the object of my eſteem and 
-admiration, Oh Lenox! your aſſertion 
of 
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of my having two hearts is certainly true. 
How otherwiſe could two paſſions reign- 


in my breaſt at one time? And of a 
truth I am in that ſtrange predicament. 
My veneration, eſteem and tenderneſs 


for Louiſa is ſtill the ſame it ever was; 
and my love and delire towards Harriet, 


the dear deſtructive Harriet, hardly knows 


any bounds. Ah! muſt charms like 


her's, next to divine, inſpire a guilty. 
paſſion? And muſt the matchleſs worth 


of Louiſa be loſt on an adulterer ? Fatal 


truth! Horrid thought! O George! 
what a fituation is your friend's! At en- 

mity with himſelf. Loft in his own 
opinion.—Can I hope you will full re- 
member with affection, your 


HENRY MONTAGUE. 


_—__ 


LETTER LXV. 


To GEORGE Levon Eſq. 
Park-ftreet, Feb. 18s 


ever ſinned with more repentance, 


or repented with ſo little amendment 
| = as 


URE as „ Bellcour ſays, no man 
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« 25 I do.” I make good reſolutions 
only to break them. I cannot avoid 
running, into temptation, and the evil is 
ſure to find me. 

Your excellent letter, my dear Gem 
might have had ſome weight on a man 
not wholly loſt, as I fear I am.* For 
though I know and ſee my folly—to 
call it by no harſher name, I cannot re- 


linquiſh it. 


Whenever I quit my unhappy com- 
panion in guilt, I make the ſtrongeſt re- 
ſolutions never again to fall; but ah! 
how weak my reſolves when oppoſed to 
the tender proofs ſhe daily gives of her 
affeftion ! Such ſoftneſs! ſuch melting 
fondneſs ! ſure never woman could evince 
as ſhe has done: — nor could any man 
be fo ſenfible of them, as I am. When I 
claſp her in my arms, I am almoſt ready 


to exclaim, with Lord Grey; © this en- 


e chanting creature ſhould not be loved 
© at a leſs expence than deſtruction,” O 
the raptures ſhe gives will atone for an 


eternity of pain. It is more than mortal 


bliſs. 
Mr. Lenox's Letter does not appear. 
But 
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But my Louiſa,—Be not apprehen- 


_ five for her. —I will do her ſtrict juſtice, 


She ſhall never have cauſe to complain. 
They who know not they are robbed 
loſe nothing. I never can behave with 
leſs renderneſs than I have done by her. 
Ah! does ſhe not deſerve all that man 
can beſtow? But I cannot give up my 
tranſporting Harriet: at leaſt not yet. 


I am young at preſent in enjoyment of 


the greateſt raptures man can taſte. She 
is ten thouſand- times more lovely than 
ever. Such ſeducing ſmiles! Such 
winning careſſes ſhe beſtows! Ah! call 
her not artful or deſigning; ſhe is all 
love 


_. Yet, George, I will freely own I wiſh 
I had never ſeen her; or that I could 
have been proof againſt her ſoul-faſcinat- 
ing charms. But to gaze, to love and 
be undone, was one and the ſame thing. 

You are I find going into the country, 
I join in your wiſh that I had never left 


it. How ſtrange and inconſiſtent a crea-, 


ture is that compound animal man! and 


your friend one of the moſt ſtrange of 
his 
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his ſex ! I hate vice and purſue it ;—love 
virtue and fly it.—I, who never com- 
mitted an irregularity, which youth is 
incident to, without great compunction, 
to launch at once ſo deep in the moſt 


flagrant of crimes !—Burt I dare not, 


mult not dwell on that thought, —Adieu. 


Henry MonTrAGUE. 


LT TE KR. ET 


To Miſs HERBERT. 


Park-ſtreet, Feb. 25: 

V/ OUR laſt letter, my deareſt Emily, 
cruſhed the hope your former in- 
ſpired, that I ſhould have the pleaſure 
of embracing you this winter in London. 
Cruel girl! and yet you tell me the 
fault is not your own. I think, had you 
been hearty in your requeſt, your good 
father would have complied with your 
deſire; and I ſhould have been grati- 
fied with your company. I have not 
the leaſt doubt of your affection to me. 
Strange! if I ſhould, you will ſay, and 


ungrateful too! yet, my dear, am [ 


miſtaken 


- ſometimes ſhewn a backwardneſs when T 


tible reſemblance between them. My. 1 | 
dear Montague has not for ſome days 4 
been in his uſual ſpirits. A flight indiſ- 1 
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miſtaken when I fay, I think you have 


have preſſed your coming hither? Per- 
haps my ſurmiſes have no. foundation in- 
reality; but you know friendſhip is 
ſometimes jealous. 

My little boy grows quite an angel 
nor has he had a day's illneſs ſince his- 
birth. I hope you are gaining all the 
knowledge you can from your newly- 
furniſhed library, for his advantage. L 
am training him up in the way you 
would have him go—that you may have © 
as little trouble as poſſible with your 
charge. q 
They laugh at me for trying to dif- 
cover his father's features; but I do af-* 
fure you, I think there is a very percep-- 
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pofition I hope occaſions it. I ſhall not 
be ſorry when the time comes for our 
leaving London. Indeed F wiſhed” not 
to come; nor would I, but from the 
exceſs of tender apprehenſion in my be- 
loved huſband. My 
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My brother has left town to join his 
regiment at Dorcheſter.—Do you think 
he will not ſteal out to ſee a certain young 
lady for the ſake of his ſiſter ? The diſ- 
tance you know is not more than forty 
miles. To oblige me—not to ſay one 
word of himſelf—Charles will think that 
ſpace nothing. | 
. It is a bad time of the year to go into 
the country; and I could wiſh, for my 
own fake, he remained in London as 
long as we ſhall. How long that will 
be I know not. I am afraid I ſhall loſe 
my amiable Mrs. Lenox ſoon, as their 
uncle is il|l—and wiſhes to ſee them at 
Oak-hill. I wiſh he could diſpenſe with 
their attendance :—but in that wiſh, I 
fear I am ſelfiſh too. 

Would you think it, Lady Bell Henley 
came to pay me a viſit. If I could have 
excuſed myſelf without appearing. rude, 
I really believe I ſhould not have returned 
her favour. But as ſhe is very much 
engaged, and I ſeldom go out—there 
will be little danger of our going further 
than * our reſpective knockers. A 

ſpecies 
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ſpecies of murdering time I cannot eaſily 
reconcile myſelf to; — but faſhionable 
cuſtoms muſt be complied with ſome- 
times. 

I have been at a maſquerade. You 
would not perhaps have expected to have 
heard of me at ſuch a place. I was not 
charmed with it by any means. I do 
not think it a diverſion calculated for the 
naturally-ſober genius of the Engliſh. 
But I will not ſay any thing againſt an 
amuſement that is quite the ton becauſe 
it will be abſurd to oppoſe my opinion 
to ſo many hundreds who take a vilible 
pleaſure in the gay ſcene—And becauſe, 
though I diſlike it myſelf, I ſhould be 
very happy to attend you to one that is 
to-night—or to any other place, as all 
places with you in company, would be 
highly agreeable and pleaſant to your 
faithful 


L ouIiSsA MonTacue. 


L E T. 
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L E T T E R ILXVII. 
To HENRY MoxrACUE E/. 


Oak-hill, March 25th. 
My friend! my amiable Montague! 
why will you ſtill be deluded by 
that ſyren? Why will you not arm your- 
ſelf with reſolution to quit deſtructive 
London? Flight alone can fave you 
from further ruin. 

My heart is too full to write on this 
—or indeed any other ſubject.— I have 
juſt diſcovered what has till this day 

been ſo carefully concealed—that I am 
indebted to you for ſo many months hap- 
pineſs with my lovely Fanny. She is 
at this moment weeping at my fide, and 
lamenting with me, that ſuch a man as 
Montague ſhould not be wholly perfect. 
But one failing; and can you not my friend, 
my deareſt Harry, relinquiſh that one ? 
Why did you not permit me to force you 
from a place deſtructive to your preſent 
and future peace ? 

Lou depend on your amiable Louiſa's 
never diſcovering your fatal connexion. | 


3 — How 
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Ho can you be ſecure ſhe may not 
make that diſcovery ? Your altered 
looks —— your frequent dejection of 
ſpirits, muſt raiſe ſome degrees of ſuſ- 
picion, though ſhe is too delicate to hint 
them to you. O Montague! never ſhall 
I forget the agony you once ſhewed, 
when you exclaimed to me;—* Lenox ! 
* my dear Lenox! Maria was too grate- 
ful; and we are both undone.” This 
was your expreſſion, when accident and 
the fire of youth had betrayed you into 
the commiſſion of a crime trivial when 

compared to this, which you now perſiſt 
in, You both were equally culpable and 
unfortunate. You know the unhappy 


Maria never reproached you.—“ Why 


te ſhould I, Mr. Lenox,” ſaid ſheto me 


one day * upbraid the man whom fatal 
e opportunity and a generous tenderneſs 
&« ſeduced? I do not complain of him. 
« He would make me reparation by ruin- 
e ing himſelf, —I cannot conſent to it.— 
No; ſhall I repay the anguiſh which 1 
e have contributed to plant in his gene- 
*rous boſom, with baſely drawing him 


Lin to fulfill engagements he never 


© made? 
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de made? I have no claim on him—f 
have no right to the bounty he has 
ever beſtowed on me. Much 
longer I hope I ſhall not need it 
« Yet while I do live, I will not, I will 
not wound his ſoul by refuſing to be 
<« ſupported by him. Too much, 
too much pain have I unwillingly 
* cauſed him already.” How long was 
it, my dear Harry, before you could 
forgive yourſelf the only irregularity 
Jever knew you guilty of! And can 
the man of five-and-twenty fall into a 
vice of the deepeſt die, when the youth 
of nineteen could ſo ſenſibly lament a 
ſmall deviation from virtue? Oh! my 
Montague! my friend ! rouze yourſelf, 
nor be overcome with a ſhameful paſſion. 
Fly, fly far from the faſcinating charms. 
that at preſent enſlave you. Think 
what you owe the beſt of wives and 
women !— Think what you owe your- 
I cannot, my dear Harry, repay my 
obligations to you in a more effectual 
manner, than by urging you to ſhun 
the 
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| the pleaſing miſchief which allures you 
; to your deſtruction. . How inexpreſſibly 
| happy ſhould I, be, if I could prevail on 
you to break through this fatal connec- 
tion! If I could ſee you reſtored to 
virtue and:peace:—for abandoning one 
—the other muſt inevitably be a ſtran- 
ger to yourbreaſt, I know it is, felicity 
is ſtolen. from you. Lou are not 
the man you was.. How ſhould 
you? The heart, which once never kna r. 
a thought which heaven and earth might 
not have witneſſed, is now, by one fatal 
ſtep, and an unhappy perſeverance in 
j doing wrong, compelled to diſguiſezits- 
ib once noble feelings . Conftyained ta 
ll feign a paſſion, it is nt —— 
| from the commiſſion of 4. crinte gh Hock. 
| in reality and. „living a lie, Mn. 
. muſt my noble, my generous friend be 
if - reduced to this dreadful i ſtate n N 
dergo this amazing change? Oh | 
tague lit cuts me to the ſoul. My mY 
fection to you, is ſtronger in propottion 
to the pity your unhappy, ſituation de- 
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mands of ine. I condemn—yet muſt 
ever love you. Your faithful friend, 
GEORCE Lenox. 


>. ———_— 


— 1 


LETTER LXVIII. 


To Gzorce Lenox E/7. 


ark · ſtreet, Mar, 3oth. 
H! am I not ſufficiently wretched, 
that my friend muſt tear open thoſe 


wounds which the hard fate of the un- 


happy Maria cauſed in my bofom, by 
bringing her to my memory? IIl- fated 


have made thee every recampence in 
my power. I would publickly have re- 


paired thoſe i injuries which were ſuſtained 


by thee in private. But the delicately- 


generous girl refuſed my offered hand. 


She would not, ſhe ſaid, conſent to my 
undoing, —No gegtler term would ſhe 


afford an union with her. Her crime, 


ſhe ſaid, was involuntary, and from re- 


pentance ſhe might hope to be forgiven; 


but if ſhe yielded to my ſollicitation to 


Vor. II. K become 


Maria! thou knoweſt I would freely 


. 
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become my wife, the baſeneſs of the act 
would deſervedly draw down the wrath 


of Heaven upon her. 


Poor unhappy Maria! What tears 


have I ſhed to thy memory | Reſt thee 


in thy peaceful grave !— _ 

Lenox, I find myſelf more and more 
involved in perplexing error. Peace, as 
you juſtly ſay, is indeed a ſtranger to 
the heart which has revolted from virtue. 
How ſeverely do I feel myſelf puniſhed, 
for my deſertion from the right path!— 


O that I could regain it !—But it is im- 


poſſible. T'wo months ago, how happy 
was I ! Now, how very, very wretched ! 
Yet do not fay I am compelled to feign 


a a paſſion for my wife: Indeed I am not. 


My tendernefs, and veneration of her 
heavenly character, riſe in proportion to 
my conſciouſneſs of not deſerving to poſ- 
ſeſs ſuch excellence. How calm, how 
ſerene my days glided on, while 1 lived 
the life of angels with my amiable 
Louſa at Bellefont! Why has a fatal 
prepoſſeſſion daſhed the cup of hap- 


pineſs from my lip, and made me both 
guilty and miſerable? Companions 


they 
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they muſt certainly ever be in my unhap- 
py boſom. | 

While fondly gazing on my ineſtimable 
wite, my whole heart in my eyes, could 
I have believed an angel from heaven, 
that had told me I ſhould break my 
vows—which were ever ſo ſacred with 
me—and live in a ſtate of infamy and 
vice? Should I not have anſwered with 
Hazael, Is thy ſervant a dog, that he 
« ſhould do this great thing?“ How de- 
ceitful is the human heart! How diffi- 
cult ſelf-knowledge ! 

I thought myſelf ſecure ; I yielded to 
temptation, and am overwhelmed in 
ruin. 

Jam ſure the beſt of women, as you 
juſtly ſtile Louiſa, has not the leaſt ſuſ- 
picion of my unhappy infidelity. Art- 
leſs and ingenuous, as I have ever found 
her, I muſt have perceived the traces of 
it on her countenance or actions. No 

e knows not on how deſpicable a crea- 
ture ſhe repoſes her happineſs. 

Harriet is no more happy than my- 
ſelf, Every proof that we give or receive 


K 2 of 
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of our r unfortunate” loves is an additional 
anguiſh to us. Laſt night we reſolved to 
ſee each other no more, Tears and re- 
peated ſighs burſt from our aching bo- 
ſoms. I claſped her for the laſt ane as 
I thought, to my anxious breaſt; but! in 
that embrace forgot our reſolutions, and 
was again undone. 

« Oh my Harriet !” I cried, © you ſee | 
4 how very weak are my efforts of vir- 
cr tue —Aſſiſt me, thou dear unfortu- 
nate partner of my guilt, aſſiſt me, 
with all the helps thou can'ſt aſſume. 
« O Loviſa ! Harriet! How is my tor- 
tured heart divided between you! ꝰ 
But think, my Montague, what ſhe 

« poſſeſſes, in loving you without a 
| « crime! She can look into her owt! ſoul, 
and behold ſpotleſs innocence, even if 
* ſhe ſees herſelf deprived of her huſ- 
< band's heart: but when I turn my eyes 
* inward what do I behold ? guilt, re- 
+ morſe, anguiſh, and love —incfeaſing 
loye. Can ſhe refuſe us the ſmall relief 
<« of pouring out our ſouls, © in mutually 


£ regretting our unhappineſs? Can ſhe, 
| my 
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* my adored Montague, grudge me the 
« poor comfort of hearing you hourly 
« repeat your deep repentance, for hav- 
20 ing, yielded to my fatal paſſion — and 
« curſing the moment you firſt ſaw me? 
< fs not our torch of love dimmed by 
i tears and ſighs? Is there an anguiſh 
« which rends the heart of my Montague, 
A that is not multiplied in his Harriet's 
+ boſom? What has he loſt, which ſhe 
7. has not to deplore ? And will you for 
«6 ever quit a wretch, which you and love 
have contributed to render fo ?— 
leave her to the agonizing reflections, 
that ſhe has ruined your peace of mind, 
« and undone herſelf? — What cruel 
power can demand fo great, ſo hard a 
« ſacrifice? All I aſk of you is pity; 
and to be ſometimes allowed to pour 
„out the afflictions of my ſoul before 
« you !—And can you, can you, my ge- 
* nerous, lovely Montague, deny me this? 
« 2 me, even at this moment that I 
« preſs you to my beating boſom, kill 
* me, and rid yourſelf of your greateſt 
- enemy.“ 
K 3 O Lenox! 


11 
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O Lenox! could I then abandon her 
to the ruin J have unhappily led into ?— 
If I ought—I could not. Narrow are our 
circles of happineſs !—Fleeting and fugi- 


_ tiveourpleaſures !\—UnhappyHarriet!— 


Ill-fated, criminal Montague]! We have 
gone too far to recede.— And our ever- 
laſting ruin is ſealed, both here and here- 
after. Adieu] ] am too much affected 
with uy ſituation, to 89. on at preſent. 


er me not the mall ſhare I had * 


contributing to your happineſs.— Thank 


God, it was ; in my power! Vile as I am, 


I would do all, and every thing, to enſure 


the felicity of thoſe I love. Dear Lenox, 
my affection for you is always the . 
and will remain ſo while I am 

HENRY MonTacve.: 


the. _—— OS *— 4 2 * » 


LETTER LXIX. 
20 GORE Lenox Eg. 
211 £ _ Park-ſtreet, April 14th. 72 

AR affair has happened here, which 


—à—ñ— — 


has thrown us in fad diſaſter and 
afflic- 
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affliction. No other than the death of 
General Harley; a very worthy man, but 
unhappily poſſeſſing too great a warmth 
of temper. A diſpute concerning poli- 
ties aroſe at a tavern, where he was at 
dinner, between him and another officer. 
Both heated with wine, and poſitive in 
their ſeveral opinions, high words paſſed; 
a challenge was given, and accepted. 
The offered mediation of friends was 
diſregarded, and in all the paſſion of re- 
ſentment they left the company. The 
next morning they met in Hyde- park. 
General Harley received two balls at the 
firſt fire. His antagoniſt is likewiſe 
wounded, and there is but little proſpect 
of his living, to ſtand a trial, Thus 
have theſe unhappy men deprived the 
world of two worthy meinbers of ſociety, 
and their country and friends of orna- 
ments, | 

The poor General lived two days in 
exceſſive torture, He had time to ſettle 
his worldly concerns; and intreated his 
nephew and heir not to continue- longer 
in a profeſſion which obliges a man to 
K 4 2 
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take the life of another; or loſe his own, 
or elſe be ſtigmatized for cowardice, and 
broke. This unhappy circumſtance has 
\thrown, our whole family into great diſ- 
"trels, They would have lamented him 
a3 a man of worth, and a dear, relation, 
dut the manner of his death doubles their 
affliction. pd £4: 2 
We were entirely ignorant of this af- 
fair till it was all over. My wife and I 
were at Mr, Somerville's, where we pro- 
poſed ſtaying dinner. We had been 
there but a fall ſpace of time, when the 
General's man came haſtily into the room, 
and abruptly told the whole ſtory. 1 
could almoſt have wiſhed him in the 
ſame condition; for the ſuddenneſs of 
the 1 news, and the melancholy purport of 
it, threw my poor Louiſa into a fainting 
fit. I flew to her aſſiſtance, and ſup- 
Ported her in my arms, While ſhe was 
inſenſible, I was almoſt diſtracted. The 
reflection that I had once beheld her in 
this ſituation, owing to her exceſs of ten- 
derneſs for me, obtruded on my memory. 
My tears fell on her agitated boſom. 1 
N was 


N 
| 
| 
1 
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was nearly rendered incapable of uf * 
the neceffary endeavours t6 reſtore” her, 
from the violence of my ſufferings. 
Drops, | &c. and freſh air,” at length 
brought her quite to, and a copious flood 
of tears relieved her. She fixed her eyes 
with ſo muck tenderneſs on me, w En 
ſhe firſt recovered, as almoſt overcame 
me. My aſſiduities ſeemed to affect her 
extremely. Why ſhould they he has 
been ever uſed to have Her wiſhes ſhes, tr Vent. 
etl by my care and attention, ** 4 
© O'George'! T uo ill 10% her -T feel 
Fam unworthy of poſſeſſing ſo amiable 
a creature Would to Heaven I Hud 
Aver beheld any other Wit paſſion! 
still dbeb the Fatal—gui iy Whndelhh 
cntinde 1 and filf it muſt; for T cantibr 
break tlie chain lich binds me to her | 
r can I-=dare I, pikrce the” heatt 
which is already” too much op ppreſſed. 
Her death 1 anf copyigced, would. be 
the” conſerjteiice of* "my deſeltid on: I 
muſt "not" Ad mitder to . ut f 
ſins. en ' 1 


9 
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Oh that, inſtead of General Harley, 
the cold grave could to-morrow receive 


the unhappy, guilty 
Henry MonTacue. 


LETTER LXX. 
To Miſs HERBERT. 

Park-ftreet, April 14th: 
H, my deareſt Emily, what a fatal 
accident has happened ! My poor 
uncle General Harley is no more— 
Killed in a duel, occaſioned by an un- 
happy difference at a tavern with Co- 


lone] Pitt, — He too is dangerouſly 
wounded. What a melancholy event is 


this for your poor Louiſa to be witneſs 


to! unable at all times to bear great af. 
flictions —and now— But, my dear, per- 
haps you would wiſh to know particulars, 
but indeed ] am not at preſent able to 


inform you, J am too much affected. 


I was told very abruptly of the miſ- 
fortune of my dear uncle; ſo ſuddenly, 
as to occaſion me to faint, Good God! 

how 
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how tender was Mr. Montague's beha- 
viour to me ! I could hardly have ex- 
pected it.—No, no, it could not be af- 
fected. The tears he ſhed on my boſom 
were real. But whither has my pen hur- 
ried me? Oh! I meant not that even 
you, the ſharer and partner of all my 
thoughts, ſhould diſcover that I ſuſpect- 
ed the leaſt alteration in my huſband. 
Let, as I have inadvertently diſcloſed 
part of the ſecret, and that I know I may 
confide in your faithful boſom” all my 
griefs, —I will diſcloſe to you all the emo- 
tions of ny ſad heart. 

Yes, my Emily, I fear the time is 
come—if ever he really loved me—that 
my huſband has withdrawn his affections. 
Yet, ought I to blame him ?—Alas ! is 
he not to be pitied ? I told you I had 
been at a maſquerade; but I told you not 
that Lady Hilton was there. I endea- 
voured to forget ſhe was there. My 
Montague ſaw her; I know he did, and 
ſpoke ro her, tho he never mentioned 
her name to me. O Emily ! he has never 
ceaſed to love her. His fentiments for me 


were only pity, eſteem, and compaſſion. 
Yet 
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Yet I am, I will be ſilent. Not 419051 
mall eſcape me. And tho' I ſee him un- 
happy and dejefted, I will atribute. 
that change to any other cauſe than the 
true one. Dear unfortunate Monta- 
gue, how ſincerely c do I pity the ſitua-- 
tion of thy amiable heart! And muſt 
ſo good a man as he once was be loſt? 
1 his generous boſom be filled with 
ilty paſſion? Ah! how m y heart bleeds. 
for him !—and oh! my fas for yp. 
ſelf ! "Good God! am I then no longer 
dear to him 1 correct myſelf. Alis 
tenderneſs is ſtill eminently conſpicuous. 
He ſeems to take pains to prevent my 
every wiſh —Ah ! Emily, the ſeeming. 
to take pains deſtroys the pleaſure vr 
| ſhould otherwiſe receive, from the aſli- 
duity of thoſe we love. Would to Hea- 
ven I could give relief to ais noble 
heart But that even my death could 
not effect, as ſhe too is engaged. How 
unhappy for us all, that ſhe did not ſoon- 
er become ſenſible of a tender paſſion for 
Mr. Montague ! Time might have re- 
conciled me to thoughts of never more 
de him ;—or the knowledge of 
his 
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his being truly happy might have ſatiſ- 
fied me.—Then might he have indulged 
a conſtant paſſion without a crime.— 
Then ſhould I have eſcaped the miſery 
of beholding the man I fondly——ftill 
fondly—doat on, involved in fin. and 
wretchedneſs. O] my deareſt Emily, 
you know not what I daily endure. Vet 
I keep my thoughts and anxiety to my- 
ſelf, left my poor Montague ſhould ſuſ- 
pec I know the whole of this ppy 
lapſe; and likewiſe for fear my ather or 
brother ſhould diſcover I am uneaſy. 
For the univerſe, I would not have you; 
entertain the leaſt ſurmiſe of there being. 
the leaſt alteration in my Montague. 
My Montague! Emily, he is not mine. 
I only ſhare his name, while: another, 
robs me of his heart. 

My only conſolation is in the nurſery... 
There I ſpend long tedious hours, weep- 
ing and careſſing the beloved image of, 
the deareſt of men by turns. My dear+., 
eſt Emily, ſorrow flows in ſo faſt on my.” 
foul, 1 muft give it vent. Adieu! 57 

: Lovisa MowTaous, 
2 ER T- 
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LETTER LXXI. 


To Miſs HERBERT. 


5 Park-Street, Apdll 2 29. 

HANK Heaven! my brother has 
diſpoſed of his commiſſion. My 

poor uncle, when dying, requeſted him 
not to continue in the army any longer. 
The proſpect of death ſhewed him the 
fallacy of his former opinions: opinions 
which coſt him his life. My dear Charles 
may now hope to be happy. He made 
a diſcovery to me of his ſecret wiſhes ; 
which I own I have long ſuſpected, but 
would not for the world hint to any 
one—as it could anſwer no purpoſe: for 
had the General ſtill lived, and retained 
his paſſion for a ſoldier's life, Charles 
muſt have been the ſame, and conſe- 
quently muſt not have indulged that 
hope, which now he may, without any 
very material obſtacle, entertain. But 
I ſhall ſay no more on this head. 
Ah my dear Emily! I cannot help 


Nag to the old ſtory. My whole 
ſaul 
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ſoul is taken up with the fatal connexion 
my huſband has formed. So exemplary 
as his conduct has ever been! So good 
in every character of life—and thus to 
fall! But I muſt not indulge my un- 
happy propenſity of complaining. 'I 
muſt ſtrive to repel the gloomy ideas 
which envelop my ſoul. Any alteration 
in my behaviour might incenſe him, and 
deprive me of that tender eſteem he yet 
profeſſes for me. He affects to be gay 
and cheerful ; but I too plainly ſee the 
effort 1s painful to him. | 
The night before laſt I went, at the 
inſtances of our ſiſters, to Ranelagh. You' 
know we are at preſent in mourning for 
the General. My dreſs was a watered- 
tabby French-grey, trimmed with a 
narrow ſilver edging, with black lace 
ſleeve-knots, &c. My head ornamented 
with ſome jets and black lace, and with- 
out powder. I ſhould not have ſpent 
this time in particularizing my garments, 
but that my dear Montague was pleaſed 
with my appearance. My ſweet 
« Louiſa,” ſaid he, ſurveying me, how 
3 elegant 
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elegant you look! Your perſon never 
« appeared more charming !” 

« I am always happy, my dear Mr. 
„Montague, when = approve of 
$6 me |! 199 - 

« Then you muſt be happy at all 
. for I cannot but ap- 
« prove of you always.“ He preſſed 
my hand ſo tenderly while he ſpoke, — 
looked ſo much like what he uſed to be, 
when I was happy in poſſeſſing his heart, 
that I was exceſſively affected. I turned 
from him to conceal the tears which 
ruſhed into my eyes. His behaviour the 


| whole evening was, to the laſt degree} 


affectionate and tender. While we were 
walking in the room, Mr. Montague, 
on ſaying ſomething, took my hand, 
and, ſtill holding it, put it through his 
arm. His attention delighted me. My 
joy however met ſome allay, by my 
diſtinguiſhing Lady Hilton in the 
throng; She paſſed pretty near us. T 
would not - look towards my huſband, 
teſt 1 ſhould! diſcover emotions in his 
AIC £2 wiſhed not to behold? 
CSI but 
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but I could not forbear glancing at her. 
She perceived me look at her. Her eyes 
met mine - perhaps their regards were 
meant for my huſband. She made me a 
curtſey, with a look of humble defer- 
ence. Damn her diſſembling humi- 
«+ lity/!” exclaimed my brother, who was 
on the other ſide of me. Mr. Montague 
turned ſharply upon him. I trembled 
for fear he ſhould ſay ſomething raſh; 
which might, knowing the warmth of 
both, have a very bad conſequenee. 1 
inſtantly diverted his attention happily 
to ſome other object in the room. But 
though I prevented any altercation be- 
tween perſons ſo dear to me, I could not 
diveſt. myſelf of ſome very diſagreeable 
reflections which my brother's exclama- 
tion occaſioned. I was wretchedly ap- 
prehenſive, that Charles had made a 
diſcovery, which I would not have him 
acquainted with for the univerſe. Of 
what uſe would his knowing the real 
ſituation of Mr. Montague's heart be ? 
On the contrary, it muſt be productive 
of the is of misfortunes to me. An 
inevitable 
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inevitable quarrel would enſue.—And 
which party could I take? Miſerable on 
both ſides !—No—let the knowledge of 
his infidelity reſt in my boſom. 

My tenderneſs and forbearance may 
perhaps one day reſtore him to me: 
Yet, let my ſufferings be ever ſo ex- 
treme, or painful to be ſupported, I 
will not juſtify his deſertion by fruitleſs 
complaints. Fruitleſs I doubt they 
would prove. Ah! my dear Emily! 

how enchanting I thought the cruel 
ſpoiler of my happineſs looked ! How 
faſcinating her charms! I am deter- 
mined, however, to think on her, or the 
miſery ſhe occaſions me, as little as poſ- 
fible—Alas! I cannot at all times pre- 
{cribe rules to my thoughts but I can 
to my pen ;—which I will hold only to 
aſſure you, how much I am always your 
faithful friend, 
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LETTER | LXXII. 


To Miſs HERBERT. 


Park-Street, May 5. 
Y Emily! The friend of my 
heart will be my ſiſter! O my 
beloved ! how I thank you for not keep- 
ing my brother in ſuſpence ! Long have 
I known his ſecret attachment; but, cir- 
cumſtanced as you both were, I thought 
it would have been highly improper 
ever to hint it to you ;—or even to en- 
courage that eſteem I knew you pro- 
feſſed for him. How often have I 
checked my pen and tongue, when they 
have been ready to recount my dear 
brother's praiſe, leſt I ſhould, by placing 
him in the amiable light in which he 
appeared to me, increaſe your partiality, 
and lay a foundation for uneaſineſs in the 
breaſt of my deareſt Emily ! Now every 
obſtacle is removed; and I ſhall have 
the felicity of ſeeing the happineſs of 
the beſt of brothers, and the beſt of 


friends, fecured to them in the manner 
moſt 
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_ moſt acceptable to myſelf. Our attach- 


ments from this union will be doubly 
cemented. I ſhall love you more than 
ever, for the ſake of my brother—and 
my affectionate regard for him will en- 
ereaſe from the connexion he will form 
_ you. 

Did I raiſe ſome emotions in your 
breaſt by ſome paſſages in my laſt letter ? 
Will you forgive me for creating a little 
aneaſineſs? I thought you would not 
be able to act with ſo much native in- 
genuity, if you had been apprized of 
my brother's ſentiments: before he made 
the ſoft confeſſin. 

Ih wiſh, my love; it was in my bu 
comply with-your-defires—and my own 
inclination I am ſure:—But you mult 
not expect to ſee Mr. Montague and me 
at Herbert- hall. Jou know my heart 
well enough to believe I ſhould be very 
happy to attend Charles on ſo agreeable 


an errand, —abſtrafted: from my deſire 


of quitting 'town. But I muſt comply 
with my huſband's will. He ſays it is 
1 yet for him to leave London, 

having 
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having ſome buſineſs of a very perplex- 
ing nature. Indeed I believe him. 
Perplexing enough he finds it: for it 
robs his days of comfort, and his 9 
of repoſe. * 
You, my Emily, will, be. . 
No Lady Hilton, with artful blandiſh- 
ments, to draw your huſband's affections 
from you. You are my brother's firſt, 
his only love. He is impelled by the 
tendereſt of all paſſions, to make you 
the offer of his heart; while I fear Mr. 
Montague's affection for me was of 2 
more compound nature :—pique and 
reſentment againſt a woman who had 
baſely deſerted him, and a deſire of ap- 
pearing wholly indifferent —eſteem and 
compaſſion for me, and a regard for my 
family: theſe were the ſources of his 
ſentiments for me. I ſometimes think 
he never loved me at all. But have I 
not ſaid fo before? Ah! pardon me, 
Emlly, I hardly know what I ſay —or 
hat I do. My mind is torn and agi- 
ated: by a thouſand conflicting paſſions. 
e ai how ſevere my ſtruggles! 
raved I do 
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I do not expreſs to you the tenth part of 


the anguiſh I hourly endure, —— Why 
ſhould I ?—1I ſhould only make you un- 
eaſy without giving the leaſt relief to 
myſelf. Nay, I ſhould rather add to 


my afflictions by that method, as I 


ſhould then feel for the ſhare of unhap- 
pineſs I had occaſioned in you. Adieu 
my deareſt Emily, may you be as happy 


as I wiſh you 


My brother propoſes ſetting off early 
in next week. Of that however, I pre- 
ſume his letter, which accompanies this, 


vill inform you. But let me intreat of 


you, my amiable friend, by all our 
paſt affection, never in an unguarded 
hour of tender confidence with Charles, 
to drop the leaſt hint of my train of 
affairs. I have my doubts, that he ſuſ- 
pects ſomething.— He may endeavour 
to gain ſome intelligence from you :— 
but oh! if I was ever dear to my 
Emily, be cautious and filent, Let my 
unhappy huſband's crimes be buried in 
your faithful boſom. It my brother 

ſhould 
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ſhould interrogate you concerning me, 
or let fall the leaſt innuendo, deny your 
knowledge of it. —Affirm, it cannot be 
| ſo—as you are convinced, I ſhould have 
mentioned it to you. Tell him I always 
write in good ſpirits but let him not 
ſee this bliſtered paper—bliſtered by the 
tears of apprehenſion. —The deception, 
my dear, will be juſtified by the mo- 
tive. Remember, it is for my everlaſt- 
ing peace I ſollicit you to conceal from 
my brother the unhappy ſtate of your 
Lovisa MonTaAGuE. 


ä 
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LETT FN U 


To Mrs. MoxrAcux. . 

Herbert-Hall, May 15. 
MIDST the joys which ſur- 
round me, my heart returns to 
the recollection of my beloved Louiſa's 
diſtreſs, and vents its ſorrows in ſighs 
and tears. You fo pathetically mourn 
your hard fate—and yet I am ſure you 
reſtrain your griefs—that I feel them 


all for you. Ah, my dear! can I be 
aſſured 
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aſſured no Lady Hilton may hereafter 
make me wretched? Some ſuch inſi- 


dious betrayer may draw as keen anguiſh 
from my breaſt, as that ſyren does at this 
inſtant from your's. I almoſt tremble at 
the idea of putting it in any man's power 
to make me miſerable. But your brother 
has ever borne ſo good a character. He 
is a compaſſionate man; and our revered 
Sterne ſays, a man whoſe ſoul is actuat- 
« ed by that principle muſt be a friend 
C of mankind. He cannot do hurt to any 
4 one: with ſuch a man we might truſt 
<« our fortune, our wife or daughter, with 
e him they muſt be ſafe ;—he could not 
<« jnjure any one, becauſe the ſufferings 
<« of another muſt create pain in himſelf.” 
Such is the ſentiment of that great and 
noble philanthropiſt—but I have not 
done juſtice to his expreſſions, as I only 
quote from memory. Ah, my Louiſa! 
how ready are we to find out excuſes for 
our own actions! Might not theſe remarks. 
have been made on Mr. Montague? Un- 
doubtedly his character was ſtamped 
with this virtue. It was his being the 
; moſt 
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moſt amiable of men you. . 


him from all men. 

Would to Heaven I could 6 — 
conſoling arguments, which might ſerve 
to lighten your weight of woe, or enable 
you to bear it calmly. But what can 1 
ſay ? IL know the gentleneſs and ineſti- 
mable worth of your heart ſo well, as to 
be certain, were Mr. Montague indiffe- 
rent t69:,you-—Could you from a con- 
ſcipuſneſs. of his indeſert ceaſe to love 
him ou would ſincerely mourn for 
his defection from virtue. It would be 
2 grief to you, that ſuch a man as he 
once was, ſhould not be in the right 
road to attain everlaſting happineſs. 

No. be aſſured, my deareſt Mrs. 
Montague, for your ſake I will never | 
give the leaſt intimation of your ſituation 
to Charles. It ſhall be the only ſecret 
I wilt ever conceal from him but that 
fatalione ſhall be ſacred. I do not think 
he ſuſpects things have gone ſo far as 
you, my dear, apprehend they are. But 
do not perplex yourſelf with what may 
happen.—Yop. have too much already, 

Vor. II. 9 * 


118 THE FINE LADY. 


to need ſearching i into future for further 
EIS. 
I wiſh you could by any means have 
prevailed on Mr. Montague to have left 
rown. Strange, that he can be ſo much 
attached to that 'artful creature! By 
what methods could ſhe have drawn him 
in? But I muſt not dwell on this topic. 
How does my ſweet little charge? 1 
long to commence tutoreſs. Your bro- 
ther is in raptures with him. I tell him, 
I fear he will contribute to make my.taſk 
harder; for he owns he helps to ſpoil him. 
I ſhall certainly forbid Carle * wur- 
ſery. 
I muſt accuſtom myſelf to to a a. more 5 
ſpectable manner of ſpeaking of my in- 
tended huſband than I at preſent uſe. 
Charles no more ; but Mr. Somerville; 
as I extremely diſlike hearing wives call 
their huſbands Dicky or Tommy, as 
two or three of our country ladies * 
their looberly ſpouſes. | | | 
Tam prevented ſcribbling farther by my 
Somerville—1 fear that ſounds too tender 


I your brother then, requeſting me to 
take 
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eake a walk. But indeed calling, him your 
brother is calling him every thing dear to 
Eur HERBERT. 
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LETTER LXXIV. 


Þ nn Mi HERBERT. 
TW £1 Park -Street, May 20. 
o acceptable to meare the proofs 
I receive of my beloved Emily's 
eficery and the knowledge that ſhe vil 
ſoon be happy with my dear brother 
How does that proſpect conſole me for 
my diſappointments! Once I thought 


myſelf ſupremely happy in poſſeſſing the 


friendſhip andeſteem of Mr. Montague— 
and yet now I am convinced I poſſeſs na 
more, how diſſatisfied I am! Is it be- 
cauſe I think I have a right to more? 
If only that be the caſe, ſurely I am not 
to be blamed. Hu I an, Iam youy cal 
pable. 


Laſt night his behaviour was FEATS 


monly —_ He ſpent the whole even- 
ing with me. How precious did the 
time appear while bleſſed with his com- 


pany! I was a little indiſpoſed in the 


L 2 morn- 
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morning; and he was ſo kind as to break 
thro' an engagement, that I might not 
be left alone. 
When we retired for the night, I told 
him, „I feared he had had but a dull 
day.” Don't ſay ſo, my love,” ſaid 
he, * unleſs you have diſcovered by my 
* behaviour that I thought ſo. Believe 
« me, I never ſpend my time ſo much to 
my own ſatisfaction as when with you. 
„Would to God I could ſpend it all 
« with you!“ He ſighed while he con- 
cluded. I took no notice of his ſighing; 
thought it better not—as he might 
have been diſtreſſed by my importunity 
and he feels too much anxiety for me 
to wiſh to encreaſe it. Indeed in his en- 
dearments I almoſt forgot my former 
uneafinefs. The tranquillity which he 
_— to enjoy communicated itſelf to 
For many weeks I have not known 
0 1 eaſe of heart. b 
This morning, coming down to break- 
faſt, 'and not finding him in the parlour, 
J ſought him in the library. He was writ- 
ing. I begged I might not diſturb him. 


Ele deſired I would ſtay an inſtant, and 
he 
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he would attend me. I paſſed” by the 
table-to take a ſeat. 1 am ſure I did not 
intend looking on the paper, and yet I 
caſt my eyes on it. I caught a few 
words— They made me ſigh gently: I 
hope my poor Montague did not obſerve 
me. No- he was too attentive to his 
ſubject. It was to Mr. Lenox he was 
writing I believe; had it been to the cruel 
interrupter of our peace, he would not 
have uſed ſuch expreſſions.—“ Fatal 
e deluſion |: why cannot I break the 
« guilty chain!“ Ah! my deareſt love! 
why canſt thou not break it indeed? She 
has certainly entangled him ſo faſt he 
cannot extricate himſelf, He makes ef- 
forts, but then they are too weak oppoſed 
to her charms of ſeduction. Oh! that 1 
may ever ſee him free from the faſcinat- 
ing wiles of the artful ſyren, as you juſt- 
ly call her, with what raptures ſha ! 1 
told him in my arms! 
Did he join ill treatment to his infideli- 
ty, it might poſſibly awaken in my ſoul 
ſome degree of refentment—bur of that 
he is incapable. No, my Emily! his 
whole behaviour is ſo touchingly tender 
L 3 —Yet 
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ret can any mode of outward beha- 
viogr recompence me for the loſs of his 
ineſtumable. heart ?—Oh ! none, none. 
All bleſſings without that ceaſe to be 
blegings. And am I deprived, really 
deprived. of that bleſing? The quef. 
tion is too keen. O Emily! my tears 
can 1 anſwer it. Adieu! _ | 
F Louisa MonTacve, 


8 . "OY * F 
— 


—— * 
— — —— — — 


LETTER, LXXV, 


20 0 Gzoroz Lznox, Ei. 

: Park-Street, May 20. 

AST ina ſituation to derive bap- 

pineſs from any ſource, I think 
I might participate in that which my 
amiable Louiſa feels on the approaching 


Felicity of her brother. 
Miſs Herbert, with a frankneſs which 


does honour to her, has received Charles 
as a lover. You know the obſtacle _ 
which prevented Somerville from diſ- 
cloling his ſecret attachment; that now _ 
being mpores, ; the bappict Proſſ pet 
e Des. 0 5 
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Oh, may he never. be curſed with } in- 
conſtancy! © 7 
I have thought of your advice a how: 
ſand times. Yet could I make the hu- 
miliating confeſſion to my injured. Lou- 
iſa, the opportunity does not preſent 8 
itſelf nor am I able to make one. . 
ſpent the whole day with her yeſterday. 
How long it is fince I have paſſed ſo 
many hours without room for regrets ! 
Ever : amiable—ſhe appeared - yeſterday -- 
doubly ſo. I put off an engagement 1 
had formed, to devote myſelf wholly to 
her. How calm, how innocently ſerene 
the whole day paſſed ! HTS 
She was apprehenſive the hours had 
not paſſed ſo pleaſantly as ſhe wiſhed. | 1 
was hurt by the refletion—and could | 
not conceal my chagrin : it broke forth 
in ſighs —Ah ! had ſhe urged me on 
the cauſe of my ſighing—I think 1 
ſhould have caſt myſelf at her feet, and 
E out my whole ſad ſoul before 
Her counſel, her ſweet conſoling 
mths might have ſoothed my melan- 
choly ; and p TR might have enabled 
me to hurſt the bonds which have ſo firth- WA 
L 4 ly 
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ly enſlaved me. But inſtead of interro- 
gatories, ſoft endearments, —endearments, 
of which I have fatally rendered myſelf 
unworthy—-were the only weapons ſhe 


_ oppoſed to combat the dejection, which 


in ſpite of myſelf ſeized me. Fired by 
the delicacy and fervency of her affec- 
tion, I claſped her to my boſom—and 


in thoſe charming moments forgot my 


infidelity and the cauſe of it. My heart, 
accuſtomed to beat to guilty rap- 
tures, was now filled with the pureſt and 
moſt glowing paſſion for the beſt of 
women. With what content and pleaſ- 
ing reflections I roſe this morning! I 
thought I had gained a conqueſt over 
myſelf. Virtue, I eried, has compleated 
its victory over vice. No more ſhall I 


- ſpend the nights in reſtleſs anguiſh, and 


curſe the return of day. I entered my 


library,—And the firſt object that met 


my eyes was a billet from Lady Hilton. 


Ah, cruel invader of my peace! Baſe 


mandate et I muſt obey thee. O 


Lenox, how weak—how vain my re- 


ſolves! Oh! this curſed infatuation! 1 


think I am firm when J reſolve to ſee her 
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no more. I find pleaſure from the con- 
viction that I am doing right. I paint 
her to myſelf in all her charms :—tho? 
thou art exquiſitely lovely, I cry, — for 
that thy enemies muſt allow thee—thou 
muſt, thou ſhalt be ſacrificed to virtue, 
and my amiable Louiſa, Yes, I will 
give thee up.— I will tear myſelf from 
vice, although it wears the moſt inchant- 
ing form. See my prudent, my vir- 
tuous reſolutions overturned by a few 
lines from the woman I have juſt ſworn 
to renounce. Fatal deluſion! Why. can- 
not I break the guilty chain! Why is my 


deart once good thus torn by con- 


flicting paſſions? Thus divided by e- 
ſteem and tenderneſs for the moſt amia- 


ble of wives, and a guilty paſſion for a 


too beautiful miſtreſs? I own with you 
ſhe has no ſuperiority over my gentle 
Louiſa, but that exterior, which ſhe owes 
to accident. But, Lenox, ſhe was the 


firſt object of my love. My heart was 


long accuſtomed to look on her as my 
better angel. She abandoned me. Vet 
for her deſertion there was ſome extenu- 
ation to be made, at leaſt ſuch as ap- 
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pPeated a juſtification to her. She! has 
been miſerable.— She is at preſent unfor- 
[| tunate. If ſhe injured me, think what 
i an atonement ſhe has made! Sacrificed 
Every thing to love and me. Yet do I 
| ſeek arguments againſt her.—] ſtrive to 
ö forget ker. 1 think I have gained my pur- 
| pole. I ſwear to renounce her. Nay, we 
mutually agree to part. We bid each 
other ſo many tender adieus, that inſenſibly 
we find ourſelves locked in each other's 
arms, and in the midſt of our virtuous 
reſolutions ſee ourſelves criminal. 
But here comes my wife. Oh, that to 
redeem the wrongs I have offered that 
excellence, I could lay down my life! 
It is now, from the circumſtances of it, 
become odious to me. Dreadful as thg; 
proſpect of the next world appears, I. 
could rather bear it, than the heavenly: 
ſmile that this inſtant plays on Louiſa's 
features, and by its reproach pierces-my.. 
| inmoſt ſoul. Adieu! my deat. George: 
| How happy is your Fanny compared to 
my injured wife And ah | how bleſſed 
are you in conſcious innocence and rec- , 


. 
| 
: 
: 
{ 
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titude of heart! while how curſed, n 8 


"oo curſed i is your 
Wy 8. Hevar Nowraouz ! 


LETTER LXXVI. 
27 o GEOROI Lewox EH. 
Park- ſtreet, June 224. 
OW George! what is to become 
of your friend? Merciful God! 
221 not ſufficiently plunged in guilt 
and wretchedneſs, but T muſt lift up 
my arm againft the man I have injured? 
Yes! Lenox, I muſt meet Lord Hilton 
My -unhappy connexion with Harriet is 
detected. Oh! that I had aſſumed cou- 
e ſometime ago to diſcloſe” my ſitua⸗- 

tion to Louiſa! I have not a doubt 
it would be injuring her to raiſe one 
but-that her forgiveneſs would have fol-' 
lowed my confeffion. And, after ſuch” 
a confeſſion, had J fallen, 1 had Ard the 
moſt execrable of villains, *: 4 

But to come to particulars: Lord Hil. 
ton by ſome means had diſcovered, whar 
our ow ſakes; we had endeavoured to 
conceal. I ſaw him laſt night as I quit- 
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ted his houſe, I could not be ignorant 
of his ſuſpicions on ſuch a rencountre. 
This morning I received this billet : JO 
* Sir, 
L. formerly robbed you of an unfaith- 
ful miſtreſ—You have retaliated, and 
if diſhonoured my wife. Perhaps in the 
i eye of ſtrict juſtice I was the aggreſſor ; 
ö but the revenge you have taken coun- 
terballances the prior injury. I am de- 
baſed through the licentious paſſion of 
an infamous woman. — Tou, who have 
done the wrong, may repair it. If with 
the betrayer of the marriage-vow—the 
defiler of the marriage: bed, you do not 
likewiſe unite in your character the cow- 
ard and the villain, you will meet to- 
morrow, in Hyde: park at ſix o'clock,” 
| | 1 Hur rox. 
No, Lenox; I am no coward, nor yet 
a hardened villain. But I tremble at the 
thought of embruing my hands in blood, 
or perhaps ruſhing precipitately into the 
- preſence of a juſt God. Yet, ſhall 1 
who dare to injure a man —a huſband in 
the tendereſt point, ſhall I not dare give 


him the only ſatisfaction he 1 requires — 
But 
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But is my life at my own diſpoſal? Ah! 
af it were, there would be no need 
of Hilton's lifting up his enraged arm 
againſt this hated exiſtence My- 
ſelf ſhould do that deed. But honour, 
cuſtom, decrees that he ſhould riſk his 
ſafety, and expoſe his life to the man 
who has wronged him. The ſame 
inducements call on me: and whatever 
repugnance or compunction I feel, the 
cry of honour and cuſtom muſt be com- 
plied With. 

I ſent his Lordſhip this anſwer : 

My Lord, 

I I ſeek not to exculpate myſell. It 
argues not who was the firſt aggreſſor. 
Mutually we have offended; mutually 
will we ſeek redreſs. But as the iſſue of 
our rencounter is in the breaſt of Fate, 
T could with a little more time allowed 
us to ſettle our affairs, that thoſe who 
weep for us may not be obliged to min- 
gle diſtreſs with their tears. I hope, my 
Lord, I may alter the time appointed, 
without incurring the imputation of cow- 
ardice. My motive is our mutual ad- 
vantage. I diſclaim the tittle of villain : 

| | at 
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at leaſt Lord Hilton ſhould not call me 
ſuch; if Fam fo, it is he who * g 
ſo.=—Had he not robbed me of a miſtreſs, ' 
who but for him had not been un- 
faithful, his wite would not have been a 
diſhonoure. 5 
The morning aſter the” next "A 1 ; 
will meet you at fix o'clock in Hyde- 
park. The weapons, if you pleaſe, ſhall 
be fwords—T know mylelf- ſo good a 
markſman, that it would be a degree of 
baſeneſs, of which 1: am heroes Was 1 N 
to chooſe piſtolss. uy 
1 e 97057 Lord t. 
Heng mme | 
The ſhort time between this and Guy's | 
meeting—which on one fide can only | 
precede eternity, and that may as likely be 
on mine as Lord Hilton's, 1 muſt em- 
ploy in ſettling my worldly concerns. I 
intend now making my will, which I 
have not done ſince the birth of my little 
boy. O Lenox! there the father melts 
me! His mother too]! amiable, deſer- 
ving Louiſa ! that pang is for thee. The 


unhappy Harriet, undone, diſtracted ! 
with 
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with not one conſoling virtuous thought 
to gleam on thy darkened foul! The 
immediate cauſe of death to either her 
huſband or the man ruined by her loveli- 
neſs! And thou too, my dear, my re- 
ſpectable friend ! will this be the laſt 
letter I ſhall dedicate to. thee? The laſt 
proof of an affection which can but end 
with my life? O Lenox! that I had 
never deviated from thy virtuous rules! 
that I had never fallen But theſe la- 
mentations are fruitleſs and cowardly.— 

I know not how to break off this in- 
tercourſe with you. It being perhaps 
the laſt time I ſhall ever be ſo employed, 
urges me to purſue the taſk—and blinds 
my eyes with tears of tenderneſs and re- 
mor. Remorſe, that I have proved 
mylelf. ſo. very . of thoſe who _ 
truly loved me. 

Commend me to your virtuous, amia- 
ble: wife Pray for me. I hardly dare 
put. yp a petition for myſelf. Adieu !--- 
Fs perhaps, my Lenox, for ever! 


En MoxTacvs. 


au K 
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LETTER LXXVII. 
To Georct LENOx E/7. : 
Park- ſtreet, June 3d. 


dat Few lines more to my dear George 
before the fatal morrow. I have 

ſettled my affairs in ſuch a manner as 
I hope will give leaſt trouble to my ſur- 
vivors, if 1 fall. My will I fend with 
this letter. By virtue of it my unhappy 
wife will be entitled to half my eſtate 
for her life; with the abſolute diſpoſal 
of her own fortune; — which may enable 
her to make perhaps a more prudent 
choice, than ſhe unfortunately did in 
me. The reſt, I leave to my poor little 
boy. I hope he will not be bred up to 
curſe his wretched father: Vet- if he 
knows my hiſtory, and feeis his amiable 
mother's worth, as I at this moment do 
and have never ceaſed to do—mult 
be not execrate the memory of a man 
who has imbittered her life ?---I have 
left ſome legacies —The reſt of my per- 
ſonal effects I leave to the child yet un- 


born, whether male or female. Its un- 
4 fortunate 


r 


8 
P 
2 
6 


ſo. 


THE FINE LADY. 233 


fortunate mother will have it in her 
power to do more for it. This plan takes 
effect, if the hand of Lord Hilton pre- 
vails. If fortune ſhall favour me, I have 
ſettled my affairs in this manner: Deeds 
are executed as to the diſpoſition of my 
fortune, much in the ſame way as above; 
only that I have reſerved to myſelf the 
ſum of five hundred pounds a year; with 
which income I mean to drag on a hated 
exiſtence, far removed from thoſe who 
made me once happy, and I have render- 


ed for ever miſerable. Think not, Le- 


nox, that after fighting in the defence of 


a crime, I would ever approach my in- 
jured wife.—No, I ſee her this day for 


the laſt time. Great God ! what anguiſh 
rends my heart, when I tell myſelf I will 
ſee her no more! Yet it n it ſhall be 


To the unhappy . of this ls 
chief and ſorrow I have written, to take 


an eternal farewel. If ſhe can enjoy 


peace in this world, may it-be her's ! 
May ſhe have time to repent the crimes 


which a too great ſhare: of love, and 
\ too little virtue, have drawn her in to 


* | commit. 
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_ commit !—Heaven knows with what grief 
I think of the guilty ſcene into which I 
have plunged ! My breaſt is torn with 
the keeneſt remorſe, Deep, is my re- 
pentance.—T have not the leaſt animoſity _ 
againſt any one in the world but myſelf. * 
I look on Lord Hilton as an inſtrument _ 
of Heaven to puniſh me; and I meet him 
without hope of ſurviving.— But I have 
one taſk. more, —O Lenox ! how ſhall I 
go thro' it ?—I muſt take leave of my 
wife — my Louiſa! How fhall 1-fpeak 
comfort to her wounded ſoul ? — How tell 
her I will never again behold her, and yet 
tell her that reſolution proceeds from my 
tenderneſs? What a taſk — But it will 
be the laſt aſſigned me. ; 
Once more, my amiable 1 
companion of my happier days—farewel ! 
Oh! may we meet again in the bliſsful 
manſions of heaven! Yet, can I hope? 
God is merciful—but he is likewiſe juſt, 
I tremble at the idea of appearing before 
my judge. Marked as the latter months 
of my life have been with guilt, dareI _ 
hope ?—But my deſpair will difable me 


from the ee * 150 
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of writing to my wretched Louiſa, When 
ſhe reads the letter, I hope the unfortu- 15 
nate guilty writer will be no more. My 
deatA alone can cancel the injuries ſhe has 
ſuſtained. May ſhe ſoon forget me 
I cannot however bear the Kuo that 
ſhe ſhould hate my memory; yet, have I 
not merited her hate? Adieu, my deareſt 
e ! 
. Hengy Moxracur. 


-Y » "EE — r — " * — — — 
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k-ſtreet, June 4t 
7550 0 8 


1 KNOW not what to do with myſelf. 
I am full of a thouſand apprehenſions, 
without being able to aſſign the real 
cauſe of them. Good God! if I were 
do give way to my fears, what would be- 
come of me? I muſt tell you what has 
called me up thus early, and has filled my 
boſom with dreadful forebodings. ' 
Theſe two days my poor Montague 
has been more than commonly melan- 
choly. As he has lately ſpent more f 
his dime with me than ba been ufua! 
ſince 
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ſince the commencement of his unfortu- 
nate connexion, I was, and ſtill am, in 
hopes he is on the point of breaking off 


with the vile ſeducer. I have endeavour- 


ed not to take notice of his dejection, leſt 
he ſhould imagine I ſuſpected the cauſe. 
J would not raiſe a bluſh on his cheek for 
the world. He is unfortunate, and 1 
ſincerely commiſerate his ſituation. | 
Laſt night I ſuppedin Berkeley- quare. | 
I ftaid merely to pleaſe my father, who is, 
thank Heaven, much better than we 
could have expected, from the time we 
were obliged to ſend for Charles. When 
I returned, which was about eleven, 1 
aſked if Mr. Montague was at home. 
Robert informed me he was in the li- 
brary. I went to him.—He fat in a de- 
jected poſture, —Alarmed at the appear- 
ance he made, I tenderly enquired after 
his health. He told me he was not very 
well, and was rather buſy in ſettling ſome 
affairs. Begged I would excuſe him 
and fighed deeply. I ſighed in my turn; 
but as it appeared he had rather be alone, 
I ceaſed to importune him, and prepared 
myſelf for bed. 1 
I lay, 
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I lay, unable to ſleep, waiting for his 
coming. After the clock ſtruck one, I 
heard him come up. I thought, if 1 
remained as if I had not been aſleep, it 
would look like a kind 'of reproach to 
him for keeping me awake; I therefore 
lay very till, in hopes he would conclude 
I really was aſleep. He opened the cur- 
tain—looked on me ſome time—then 
cloſed it, uttering a heavy ſigh. He 
then placed himſelf in a chair by the bed- 
ſide, with an intent of undreſſing him- 

ſelf, as J thought; but he continued 
there a long time. Apprehenſive he 
might take cold, I pretended to wake; 
and putting back the curtain, © My 
66% love,” ſaid I, “ will you not come to 
e bed? You complained of not being 
« well; you take not the method of 
being ſo. Come,” continued I, riſing, 

and preſſing his hand, —< let your Louiſa 

* prevail on you to come and take ſome 

* reſt. You will be better after a night's 
4 ſleep.” N, 

« I fear not,“ anſwered he, ſighing, 
“ but yet I will take your counſel.” He 
came into bed. His melancholy coun- 

denance 
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tenance pierced my heart. My Mon- 
- « tague,” cried I, „you ſeem in diſ- 
< treſs. May not your true friend ſhare 
« it with you?“ „Mine,“ replied he, 
« js of ſuch a nature, as I would not 
„ with you to ſhare. ' Whatever has been 
<«< happy in my life J have communicated 
& to you.“ „And why may I not par- 
te take of the reſt ?” Have you, Loui- 
e fa,” and he looked ſtedfaſtly on me 
*« have you never concealed an uneaſineſs 
from me?” © I doubt I have;” an- 
ſwered I, with a figh. © Then do not 
blame me, my love, in this inſtance. 
« You will ſoon know whatever of diſ- 
<« trefs that has lately paſſed in my bo- 
« ſom, but not | to-night ; and when 
* you know them, they will have ceaſed. | 
« It is late, my dear Louiſa, and I wiſh | 
<« you to ſeek repoſe, as I will do.” He 
embraced and kiſſed me ſeveral 
times. We wiſhed each other a good 
night and I endeavoured to obey his 
deſire. At laſt balmy ſleep overtook my 
weary eye- lids.— Let, would to Heaven 
it had not! for waking about four — 

and not hearing Mr. Montague breathe, — 
3 e I put on? 
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I put out my arm, but he was gone. [1 
jumped up in terror. —He was not in 
the room. My pillow and boſom were 
wet with tears. —They muſt have fallen 
from the beloved eyes of my Montague 
Without knowing what 1 did, I rung the 
bell; and, leaping out of bed, began 

dreſling myſelf. In a little time Nelſon 
came into my room. What is the mat- 
« ter, Madam ?—Is my maſter ill?“ 
„I know not,” cried I, gaſping, half 
out of breath; © he is gone, Nelſon !”— 

But recollecting it is imprudent to diſco- 
ver the ſtate of our hearts to ſervants, I 
checked myſelf, — and added, rather 
more calmly, I believe he is gone out 
<«< for a walk—and I could not reſt in 
« bed. However, Nelfon, I do not 
<« want you yet.” © My dear Madam,” 
faid ſhe, let me prevail on you to go 
« to bed; it is very early. To prevent 
her ſuſpicions, EF aſſumed as ſerene an air 
as poſſible ; in which perſuaſion ſhe left 


me. But, my Emily, I cannot ſpeak 
peace and calmneſs to my mind. I ſhall. 
ſoon, he ſays, know his - diſtreſs—and 
then it will ceaſe, Were not thoſe his 

mW words ? 
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words? Does not that ſeem to imply he 
will make me a full confidante of his un- 
fortunate engagement, and that my par- 
don will remove his diſtreſs? Can he 
doubt my forgiveneſs? Ah! he knows 
not the heart of his Louiſa, _ 
What's here ?—A letter. My God! 


What is the meaning of this? 


7— 1 


3 — 


Mir. — to ay HERBERT. 


1 0 1 


 I'WRITE to you, my deareſt Emily, | 
| inſtead of my poor ſiſter. If ſhe was | 
capable at preſent, the ſubje& would be | 
too melancholy for her to pen. 
Good God, to what a hard trial! 1s chat 
angel called ! 
Montague is a villain. Ah! my be- 
'S loyed Emily, why did you not confeſs to 
| me all you knew of this curſed affair 
with the infamous Harriet ? A falſe ten- 
derneſs to my, unhappy Louifa has per- 
haps undone us all. Yet let me not blame 
the woman my ſoul doats on.—Pardon 
me, my amiable girl, I am ſo deeply 
diſtreſſed 


THE FINE LADY. 26 


diſtreſſed with my ſiſter's misfortunes, I 
hardly know what to write. — 


About an hour ſince my ſervant awak- 


ened me, and begged I would make all 


expedition to Park-ſtreet, for Mrs. Mon- 
tague was extremely 11}, and no one knew 
where Mr. Montague was. I hurried on 
my cloaths, exceſſively alarmed, tho? the 
account was nothing to the real ſtate in 
which I found her. I deſired no body 
would diſturb my father, who is not yer 
quite recovered from his late indiſpoſi- 
tion, With a fluttering heart I ſet out 
for Park-ſtreet. I found my dear Louiſa 
Juſt recovering from a fainting fit. The 
ſight of me plunged her into another. 
I cannot deſcribe to you the agony felt on 
ſeeing her in ſuch a condition; nor will 
the deſcription be neceſſary, as you know 
the extent of my affection for my ſiſter, 
and know that ſhe merits all I can feel. 
I eagerly inquired the occaſion of her 
alarming ſituation, Nelſon ſhewed me a 
letter, which had been brought her Lady 
by one of the men, who found it in Mon- 
tague's library. It was written by him. 
What an infernal wretch he is I have 

Vol. II. M 1 


242 THE FINE LADY. 


not had time to peruſe the whole of it— 
but will now, as my poor Louiſa ſeems 
rather more compoſed. —She has not 
opened her lips, either to vent a com- 
plaint, or to make any inquiries. She 
| fits on a ſofa, her head reclining on one 
hand, and her fixed eyes bent on the floor. 
T think it will be better not to diſturb her 
from her profound reſverie, leſt we ſhould 
again throw her into fainting fits. 

I ſend you incloſed Montague's let- 
ter—No wonder the peruſal of it had 
ſuch cruel effects on my unhappy ſiſter. — 
I would have tranſcribed it for you, leſt 
Louiſa ſhould aſk for it; but the reading 
of it has ſo much affected me, that I have 


hardly left the power of ſeeing. 
To Mrs. MonTAGUE. 


THERE was a time when the taſk of 
writing to my ſtill beloved Louiſa was a 
taſk of pl-2ſu:e.—Now it is my greateſt 
curſe—but it is the laſt. Oh my unfor- 
tunate wife! what a villain have I been 
to thee ! I have deſerted—left—aban- 


* never ceaſed to love thee. 
No, 
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No, tho' chained, enſlaved by a curſed 
engagement, ſtill I eſteemed and honour- 
ed you. I make my ſad confeſſion to 
you, hopeleſs almoſt of forgiveneſs. Yet 
do I know the generous ſoftneſs of your 
ſoul ſo well, as to believe you will extend 
your pardon to one, who ſincerely hopes, 
ere you read this, he will be incapable 
of adding to his offences. Yes, my ador- 
able Louiſa, your huſband—the mon 
you honoured with your beſt affeftion,— 
will, in all probability, at the time this 
fatal paper meets your eyes, have atoned 
for the injuries he has done you, with 
his life. I go to vindicate and defend 
my crimes.—I meet Lord Hilton. 
Oh! Louiſa! beſt of women! do not 
curſe my memory. Pity me—for much 
do I ſtand in need of pity. I have long 
abhorred the engagement I was fatally 
drawn into. — I wiſhed to extricate myſelf 
from the dangers I then foreſaw would 
ſurround me.—But the faſcination was 
too eden You too, my lovely, inj jured 
wife '—-you too contributed to my conti- 


nuance in ſin, Had I been able to dis- 


cover chat you were acquainted with my 


M 2 misfor- 
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misfortune; had you availed yourſelf of 
my melancholy, - and preſſed to know 
the cauſe I ſhould, I know I ſhould, 
-have been enabled to break the fatal ſpell. 
But let me not blame the moſt amiable of 
'women.——No, rather let me ſearch out 
ſome method of conſolation for her 
wounded mind. Oh that I could pour 
any balm into the heart J have Pierced 
With ſorrow ! How ſhall I bid thee an 
eternal adieu? How ſhall I recommend 
-the accurſed Montague to-your memory ? 
My Louiſa! Oh! ſtill let me call thee 
mine! How ſhall I. part for ever from 
thee ?—And yet I muſt. Yes, thou beſt, 
thou worthieſt of thy ſex ! ſhould fortune 
give me the advantage in the rencounter, 
e muſt meet no more. Some time ſince, 
if at thy feet I had fallen, and in deep 
-heart-felt eontrition owned my frailties, 
and you, from your - bleſſed, God-like 
diſpoſition, had deigned forgiveneſs, 1 
would have riſen with joy; and the con- 
ſcious innocence my ſincere repentance 
would have created in my breaſt, would 
Have diffuſed itſelf over my: countenance. 


. confeſſed my faults before you, 
would 
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Would have been no more humiliating than 


at the throne of Heaven. But think not, 
how that I have yielded to meet the man 
T have injured, in defence of the woman 
who has ſo deeply wronged: you, that I. 
will ever appear in your preſence. No, 
Louiſa, I am not yet fo curſed as even to 
with it. If I ſurvive, Which yet I hope 
J ſhall not, — I will remove myfelf far 
from my native land. Conclude me- 
dead. To you and all the world I will. 
1 
My temporary «Sex are all ſettled. — 

This ſad taſk, the tafk of taking an 
eternal adieu of you, is the laſt. I have 
a ſon too.— Ves, my Louiſa, we have a 
| fon Oh what becomes of me on that 
reflection He is born to curſe his 
wretched father. Vet, in pity to the 
tenderneſsI once ſhewed you—and which, 
at the inſtant I am plunging a dagger in 

your breaſt, my heart 12 s over with,— - 

conceal from him, if poſſible, the guilt 
of his parent. Oh! I adjureyou---Yer 
by what Power ſhall I adjure you ?---By - 
our paſt loves? --- By our plighted 
vows ?- They will only heap freſh cur- 
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ſes on my devoted head, My vows are 
broken.-- My love yielded to a ſhameful, 

ſinful paſſion.---By what then ſhall I ad- 
jure you not to diſcloſe to our unfortu- 
nate child the fatal ſtory of your huſ- 
band ?—By the matchleſs purity of thy 
own heart? Ah! it is only on thy good- 
neſs I can rely. Oh, my poor Louiſa ! 
I would intreat you not to hate my me- 
mory.— -Yet, yet, I ſhould wiſh it were 
in your power.—-If ſuch a wretch as 1 
am have any influence, Oh! let me intreat 
you to be careful of your health. Pre- 
ſerve your life, for the ſake of your off- 
ſpring. And now I have done with this 
world. The laſt pang I feel, and oh 

if it exceeds thoſe I already feel, how ex- 
quiſite it muſt be will be for thee; my 
deareſt, now injured wife, and my fa- 

therleſs infant. 

Adieu Hell can hardly "RPA a tor- 
ment greater than I at preſent endure--- 
nor can heaven have joys ſufficient to 
compenſate the anguiſh I feel, when 1 
1 75 to > you,-—farcwel for ever! 
Henry MoxTaous, 


To 
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'S 7 
7 0 Miſs Hrzperr ; ; in continuation. 


Told you in what a way 1 left * 

unhappy Louiſa, When I had 
| Gniſhed. writing to my beloved Eel, 
I ſeated; myſelf by my. poor ſiſter. I 
threw my arms round: her, and, pans = 
my cheek: to hers, gave way to a ſoft- 
neſs: I could not ſuppreſs. She turned 
her unmoiſtened eyes on me with ſuch a 
look—O: Emily! I can never forget it. 
She ſpoke not a word. I wanted to 
rouze her from the ſtupor which ſeemed 
to invade her ſenfes.—My efforts to 
ſpeak to her cauſed a freſh ſtream of 
tears I even ſobbed. She then took 
up my handkerchief and fixed her eyes. 
on it; it was wet, She pulled out her 
own, and put it to her eyes, and held it 
there ſome time, but, taking it away 
again, ſhook her head on not ſeeing any 
tears upon it; but ſtill continued ſilent. 
In a low voice, I bid Nelſon bring in 
the child. I hoped the ſight of hm 
might have ſome effect. I took the 
unfortunate little Harry in my arms, 
— 3 it to che d diſtreſſed mother. 
81 M4 Me- 
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Mechanically, I think, ſhe folded him 
in her arms. The conſcious infant 
Amiled on the face of its mother, whoſe 
countenance was expreſſive of the moſt 
complicated woe. She bent over him as 
he lay on her knees, with her hands 

claſped in each other; in this affecting 
poſture ſhe continued ſome minutes; 
then lifting up her eyes, her hands till 
claſped in a kind of ſupplicating manner 
to Heaven, ſhe exhibited the moſt. pi- 
teous ſpectacle of woe I ever beheld. 
Her hands extended of themſelves, and 
ſhe fell back ſenſeleſs on the ſopha. 
Oh! how did I execrate the wretch 
who had involved her in ſuch deſpair !. 
Nelfon caught the child, and we haſtily. 
applied every remedy to reſtore the. 
afflicted Louiſa to life. For a long 
time the obſtinacy of her fit oppoſed . 
our applications :—at laſt, however, ſhe 
opened her dim eyes, and threw them 
around, as if in ſearch of ſome one. 1 
- tenderly enquired what ſhe ſought, She 
made me no anſwer; but . A29 the 
poſture ſne had before been in. I preſſed 
her to take ſome more drops; the made 
no 
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no reſiſtance. While I was fitting by 
her, and holding one of her hands in 
mine, her. head reclined on. my ſhoul- 
der,—I- heard a buſtle below.—One of 
the ſervants exclaimed,. Good God! 
« My maſter !” Louiſa ſtarted from mo, 
and flew to the door. Her motion was 
too quick for me to prevent her: I was 
too aſtoniſhed to move at firſt; how-- 
ever, I hurried after her, and found on 
the ſtairs-head her paſſage impeded. by 
my father. He was tenderly expoſtu- 
lating with her. She endeayoured to 
paſs him,—< I know you, Sir,“ cried - 
the, you are my father—but, I fly to 
* my huſband. —No power ſhall reſtrain - 
„me.“ She burſt from his feeble graſp, . 
and haſtily ran down ſtairs. Whar 
an object met her ſight ! Montague. - 
ſtretched bleeding, and to all appear- - 
ance dead, on a bier]! She ſhrieked at 
the ſhocking ſpectacle. By this. time, < 
had got into the hall, and ſtrove to: re- 
move her from the body She had taken 
one of the hands, 66 Never, never ſhall. 
« ye remove me. He is mine. —This is 
all that Fate hath left me: never atk A 

M5 «ye - 


. 
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ye remove me.” Her voice was un- 
commonly ſolemn. Her face white as 
aſhes, and, in her eyes, a ghoſtly. wild- 
neſs, which thrilled through my ſoul. I 
gave orders for the body to be taken 
up ſtairs. I had no idea of there being 
-any life. But the ſurgeons pronounced 
him to be only fainting from loſs of 
blood. He was undreſſed, and laid in 
bed. His wounds being ſearched, the 
- ſurgeons aſſured us they were mortal ; 
but he might hold out ſome time. He 
 ſhewed very little ſenſe during the 
probing, not ſo much as to groan. 
Louiſa had thrown herſelf on the floor 
by the bed-ſide. She lay ſtretched along 
ke a (corpſe. - Our utmoſt efforts were 
© ineffectual ' to Induce: her to — her 
nee 112 
Poor Montague, after lying near an 
bog, uttered a deep and heavy ſigh. 
Louiſa ſtarted up, reſting upon her 
hand; mute attention depicted in hier 
face. Montague again | ſighed, and 
faintly murmured our, « Louiſa !“ In- 
ſtantly ſhe was on her knees at the 
-bed-fide, He put out his hand —His 
AQ l 29.1 13133 Nun bed 213 nc {hopes 
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eyes gliſtening with tears, though with 
the ſeal of death on them. Louiſa!” 
he exclaimed once more. She preſſed 
his hand between hers, and putting it 
to her lips.“ You ſaid we ſhould meer 
no more. We have met, —and now 
we will part no more.“ Upbraid 
me not,” cried he, © upbraid me 
* not, my too kind Louifa; Oh! 
« that I had merited your tenderneſs !** 
His eyes ran over with tears. This ſight 
melted her, and I was happy to ſee faſt 
drops fall from her eyes. Weep not 
for me,” continued Montague, with 
great difficulty, 4 weep not for me thou 
* angelic creature! I hoe tears which 
are ſhed for ſo unworthy an object, 
* pierce me deeper than the ſword of 
« the enemy. Oh! that I had died on 
the field—rather than to be the ac- 
« curſed witneſs of the diſtreſs. and an- 
: « owiſh I occaſion!” Her weeping, re- 
; heved her head. —Reaſon returned and 
though ſhe feemed fully ſenſible of her 
deep affliction, ſhe yet bore it better: -? 

Good God!” cried ſhe, * what am 
I doing?“ Then raiſing hkerſelf, ſhe 
reſted on the bed, and laid ter face cloſe: 
M 6 to 


to his. Poor dear creature] ſhe became 
ſenſible of the impropriety of his being 
conſtrained to ſpeak loud enough for 
her to hear him, in the place ſhe had 
taken before. What their converſation . 
now wes, I know not, as they both {pars 
exceeding low. 


— —— — 


Oh! my deareſt Emily are theſe 
the ſubjects with which I muſt entertain 
my beloved ? What melancholy lines 
am I conſtrained to pen] Yet I do nat, 
in Pity. to your gentle boſom, give the 
full painting to the dreadful ſcene which 
preſents itſelf to my view. Oh! had 
you ſeen my aged father tearing his 
venerable , white hairs—his heart burſt- 
ing with anguiſh for the diſtreſſes of his 
beloved, unhappy daughter that 
daughter almoſt deprived of reaſon 
But, why do I harrow up my ſoul with 
the ſad reflection? Why give addi- 
tional ſorrow to the breaſt of, my be- 
loved? Oh! Emily, when can we hope 
to ſee an end to theſe misfortunes f— 
Alas! 1 fear my poor ſiſter will never 
be rightly. herſelf again.— Did ſhe vent 
herſelf 
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herſelf in loud complaints, I might en- 
tertain ſome faint hopes. But ſuch ſet- 
tled gloomy deſpair poſſeſſes her fea- 
tures, as breaks down every barrier airy 
hope builds up, and leaves me--from the 
apprehenſion of the fatal conſequences,-- 
the moſt unhappy of men. Adieu! my 
amiable Emily! May my next letter 
convey more conlolation to you! 
Tours faithful, 
CHARLES SOMERVILLE.. 


—.— 1 3188 a 


* 
, 


LETT EI ILXXUL 
* o Miſs HERBERT. 

2 | June 6th. 
TY unkappy ſiſter vainly flatters 
herſelf Montague will recover. 
Hae every thing is againſt him. We are. 
all convinced he can hold out but a few. 
hours longer, yet dare not check the 
hopes which his fad wife entertaing— 
hopes, which muſt end in keen diſap- g 
pointment. | 
Yeſterday ſhe en tered the room where f 
. Saber was ſitting indulging the ſor- 
row 
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row which almoſt overwhelms his age: — 
* Come, Sir,” cried ſhe, holding out her 
hand, permit me to lead you to my 
* Montague.—He is mine only now. 
& He only wants your pardon to be 
quite well. You will not refuſe your 

* daughter's huſband forgiveneſs.” Her 
manner and looks. diſcovered the diſor- 
dered ſtate of her poor head. My fa- 
ther burſt into tears. Urge me not ;” 
anſwered he, ſobbing, I cannot go. 
« My forgiveneſs cannot be neceſſary :— 
« And if it were—could I grant it to 
% him, whoſe cruelty had reduced you 
% my beloved daughter, to ſuch an af. 
fecting ſituation ?” 

« See !” cried ſhe, throwing herſelf. at 
his feet, © ſee whether his cruelty, as you 
« call it, affects me as ſtrongly as the 
« cruel denial of my father. Theſe are 
« tears—My tears, which bedew your 
hand! The cruelty of Montague my 
«beloved huſband drew not a tear 
* from my eyes—No ; it is only the 
4 want of affection in a Tather,: that 
can bare ſach an QUE on me? 2: 
| | | 2051 i Oh 
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Ohl! rife, riſe, my child —and I will 
« attend thee wherever thou wiſheſt.“ 
The agitation into which my father's 
viſit threw poor Montague, has been 
of fingular diſſervice to him though 


before there were no hopes at all. 

His contrition ſeems ſo deep, that 
were life to be lent him a little longer, 
I dare believe he would make every 
atonement for his failures. My dear 
fiſter would then be happy; but I much 
fear he will very ſoon die — and then 1 
extremely doubt, if ſhe ſhould ſurvive 
him, that her head will never be right. 
Ah! what an affliction has his: deviation 
from virtue brought on us all | What a 
leſſon does the misfortune of our family 
convey to the gay and unthmking + 


Mr. Laws 15 uſt arrived to take the 
final farewel of his friend. When he 
was announced, Louiſa haſtened to him. 
He was unable to ſpeak. She took his 
hand, and in a broken voice thanked 
him for coming to the houſe of mourn- 
ing. But preſently reſuming her hopes, 
the bad him look for happier proſpects. 

The 
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The meeting between the friends was 
ſolemnly affecting I could not ſtand 
it. Is it not aſtoniſhing, that Louiſa 
with her nicer feelings could ſupport the 
aweful ſcene fo well? Alas] my Emily ! 
I fear it is owing to the diſorder of, her 
head. 
From the account my alter had! given 
Mr. Lenox, he flattered himſelf he 
ſhould find his friend better; but the 
appearance the almoſt dying Montague 
made, —ſoon, too ſoon contradicted her 
favourable ſentiments of him. | 
Mr. Lenox was extremely ſhocked — 
and politely blamed us for encouraging 
Mrs. Montague's hopes. We aſſured 
him we were as far from encouraging 
her hopes, as we were for entertaining 
any ourſelves ;—yet we know not how 
to awaken her from the pleaſing delirium 
into which ſhe had funk, as he muſt 
have obſerved the very extraordinary 
effect her diſtreſs had had on her intel- 
le&si He knew not what to ſay but 
fears with us that ſhe will be leſs able to 
bear the ſnock of her huſband's diſſolu- 
WITS) 117 306 REST OY. 


— 


. - 
— 

* 
% S = mo 


THE FINE LADY. 257 


tion— (which muſt ſhortly happen) from 
the deluſive hopes ſhe has formed. 


June 7th. 2 
; Ah! My God ! It is all over! His 
death happened when we leaſt expected 
it. He ſeemed better Unhappy man 
May thy ſincere penitence meet accept- 
ance ! But the poor Louiſa! Oh! my 
dear Emily! What ſhall I ſay of her? 

It proved as we predicted. She was 
not prepared for the ſhock. He died 
in her arms. His laſt breath eſcaped 
him in a blefng for her. * WETone Jt 
derem ber — a fit. 


— 


1 
o . 
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| Nine bel. 
She x ill noe believe he is dead. She 
will go and ſee him. Would to Hea- 
ven we could bend her from her pur- 
poſe.! I am dreadfully apprehenſive of 
the conſequences. Tet all our perſua- 
fians' have not the leaſt effect an her 
once gentle diſpoſition. She ſeems 
totally altered, my dear Emily. Her 

grief has changed her utterly. 
The 
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June 8. 


The attempt to ſee the liteleſs corſe 
has been made, but yet unaccompliſhed. 
The unhappy Louiſa fell into ſtrong 
agonies on approaching the door. A 
premature labour is brought on by her 
fatal afflictions. Muſt the dear angel be 
ſo much a ſufferer both in mind and 
body? How hard! PID hard her 
fate ! | +: 


e 
| Seven o'Clock. 5 
We find Lord Hilton has fled to 
France. We do not know as yet how 
to proceed. Lady Bentick thinks no 
ſtep ſhould be taken till my poor ſiſter is. 
able to be, conſulted. Mr. Bentick is ſo 
good as to manage all, our concerns at 
preſent, knowing our inabilities. He 
learns that Lady Hilton has retired ſome- 
where, in a ſtate of diſtraction. Well 
may ſhe feel the ſharpeſt pangs! de- 
. ſervedly does ſhe feel them! But for 
her, ba happy had we all been; and 
now, my Emily, how cruel a reverſe ap- 
74 y I 
| | Nom. 


wu 
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* * * 
Eleven at Night. 


Now, now, my Emily! does all my 
philoſophy, all my fortitude leave me! 
My ſiſter! my | Loviſfa!—Ah! can 1 
pierce your gentle boſom with the cruel 
truth? And yet who could in ſo tender 
a manner give the wound ?—Oh! my 
Emily! ſhe 1s—ſhe is dying. This is 
a ſtroke too, too ſeyere]! Her ſenſes are 
returned but ſoon they will be loſt 
for ever. Yes, I am doomed to loſe the 
| beſt, the kindeſt, moſt loved of ſiſters, 

What a taſk is mine! Heart-broken, 
and bending under the ſevereſt weight of 
woe, I muſt yet hold out my hand to 
ſupport and comfort my unhappy father.” 
Oh! ſhe is his darling. How can he 
reſign her! How relinquiſh his long. 
long- indulged hopes, that ſhe would 
chear his evening of life, and ſmooth” his 
dying pillow! Now muſt that reſpecta- 
ble life be ſhortened by the untimely: 
death of my lovely ſiſter ! Cut off in her 
early Wann by the deſtroying hand of 
grief! Oh! it is too much to bear 
Wei repining. Heaven is too ſevere:; 

Yes, 
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bo 3 Emily thou beloved of my 

heart, thou wilt never again behold = 
friend! Never again liſten to her ſoft 
melodious voice, and hear the genuine 
ſentiments of her angelic heart flowing 
in the language of reaſon. That heart, 
which delighted but in giving pleaſure to 
all the world, is now broken with anguiſh 
and forrow !—I cannot go on. Oh! 
Emily! the brother —the friend is too 
powerful ! 


EY 


At the requeſt BY the 3 faint we 
have been aſſembled round her bed. Ah! 
the aweful ſcene will never be abſent 
from my eyes! How pathetic were her 
words! Who can expreſs the effect her 
dying looks and faultering accents had on 
each of her ſad auditors? She meant to 
take a ſolemn leave of all, but the ago- 
nies her intentions excited in us prevented 
her. She ſuffers but for us. Oh! 
my friends,” cried ſhe, © how ungrate- 
« ful muſt I appear in your eyes, for 
- 4 to quit life, when J behald 
6 the grief my loſs will occaſion, —— 


= 
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Yet I wiſh to convince you, that to 


be at peace I muſt ſeek the grave. 


But do not-think—that were Heaven 
pleaſed to puniſh me with long lite, 
I would do the leaſt thing to endan- 


ger or ſhorten it :—no—l would bear 


its ſharp decrees with as much firm- 
neſs and reſignation as poſſible. 


„But though my heart might have 


cc 
c 
xc - 
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reſiſted the cruel ſtroke it had receiv- 


ed, my head my head you are all 


ſenſible was too weak to bear the 


ſhock, Heaven, in pity to me has 


now reſtored the full uſe of my intel- 
lects but perhaps my life is the 
price I pay for that enjoyment. Yet 
it would have been an aggravation of 
your ſorrow— Ah] how much greater 
than ſeeing me dead had you beheld 
me for ever deprived of reaſon! I 
ſee, J ſee the anguiſh my diſcourſe— 
and what it leads 'to—gives you. 
'Oh! my father! my brother! my 
friends ! though rejoicing in the pro- 
ſpect of ſoon rejoining my beloved 
huſband, theſe tears, theſe tears are for 


| | 
5 we 
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Judge, Emily, by your own, what our 
hearts muſt feel. My father ! uphappy, 


wretched father caſt bimſelf on his knees 


by the bed-ſide. His aged hands were 


lifted up, and the tears of deep anguiſh 
rolled down his furrowed cheeks. His 


ſobs were ſo audible as to diſturb his 


dying daughter,—She made an effort to 


riſe, and reached out her hand. She 
likewiſe ſtrove to ſpeak, but the diſtreſs 
of her parent prevented her. — She 
wept, and by her looks lamented the 
grief ſhe herſelf involuntarily occaſioned, 
We were obliged to convey my poor fa- 
ther away. On my knees I beſought 
him to reſtrain his afflictions ; and gave 
him counſel I could not follow myſelf. 
He claſped me in his arms, and held me 
as if I was the only one left in the world, 
for whom he intereſted himſelf. Oh 
theſe relations are too affecting. And 
yet the reciting theſe events as they ou 
is the _ ef 4 can 1. 

once more 1 baer my alter. —Emi- 
ly! in a few hours, and J have no ſiſter 


Oh! God! teach me to bear, teach me 
ge 3 8 
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to ſpeak conſolation to my wretched 
parent 

42 | 7 kd 9, ten o'Clock. 
She is gone! Yes, Emily | you have 
loſt your Louiſa} What my loſs is 
words cannot expreſs, nor can the heart 
with all its reaſon ſupport.—I find the 
violence of the affliction deeper from the 
ſtruggles 1 make to reſtrain it. It muſt 
—it * have way. I cannot reſiſt it, 
917 * ä Four o' Clock. 

1 muſt return to my pen. Ah! how 
ſilent we all are Every one retired to 
indulge that woe, which gathers ſtrength 
from communication. 

At ſeven this morning, the dear de- 
parted angel reached out her hand to me. 
« Charles,” ſaid ſhe in a feeble voice, 
<« my dear Charles! I have a requeſt to 
% make you. Next to my Montague, 
cc his honour is dear to me. I cannot 
« bear that his reputation. ſhould be 
« mangled by ſeeking to avenge his 
« death. Let all our misfortunes end 
« here. Nor do not acquaint my beloved 


6 W when he arrives at years 
4 « of 


_ 
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of maturity, with more of the unhappy 
« occaſion, which at once deprives him 
6 of both his parents, than may ſerve 
6 to make him love virtue: but beware, 
6: I conjure you, of making his father's 
« memory diſreſpected by him. Let 
e him be taught to love and pity us. 
« Be you, my beloved brother, and my 
« dear amiable Emily, his parents. 
«6 Bring him up as your own. And oh 
« may Heaven teach him to love you 
« both, as his mother has ever done!“ 
« Love my Emily for my ſake. And 
ce tell her I beg of her, in return for 
cc the unequalled affection I have ever 
ce bore her, that ſhe will be a daughter 
« to my poor father—That ſhe will never 
„let him miſs his Louiſa but cheer 
4c his drooping years.” 
Much more ſhe added but! was in- 
— of attending from the exceſs of 
my diſtreſs. She ſpoke to us all for 
near half an hour before her ſoul took 
its flight though with frequent inter- 
ruptions, for want of ſtrength her adieus 
were ſolemnly affecting. Her recom- 
mendations of her father and child were 
made 
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made in ſuch terms, as would break 
your heart with grief, were it in my 
power to repeat them. 

Next Thurſday the filent tomb will 
receive the unfortunate pair. Thurſday fk 
that day, which uſed to be diſtinguiſhed 
by feſtivity and joy, will now be ever 
marked in our village by dampening 
ſorrow. That day which gave my Louiſa 
as a bleſſing to mankind, will behold 
her for ever wreſted from the world. On 
that day, uncommon joy was to have 
reigned : On that day a more than com- 


mon grief will take place. How will our 


village youth and maids deplore the kind 
guardian of their happineſs ! Clouded 
are thoſe brows which uſed to look up 
to her with grateful ſmiles! Inſtead of 
roundelays and ruſtic mirth, the folemn 
bell will announce to all, our heavy loſs ; 
and mournful dirges take place of the 
marriage-ſong. The ſelected pairs, which 
were to have been united on that day, 
will mournfully follow to the grave that 
departed angel, whom living they would 
have attended to church. 

Vor. II * Oh! 
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Oh! my Emily! and muſt the torch 
we. meant to light be dimmed with tears ? 


Thus muſt our union be. ſolemnized? 
But partners in love, we muſt likewiſe. be 


ſo in affliction. Yes, Emily] we will weep 


together. Togethèr deplore our mutual 


loſs; and together ſtrive .to. fulfil the 
dying. requeſts of our angelic ſiſter, Hea- 
ven grant conſolation to my father! 
Enough of misfortune has already over- 
taken us. Merciful God! how hard 
But in vain do we repine. .Emily | we 
muſt ſubmit. Adieu! If poſſible, be 


_ comforted! 


Your's only, 


CHARLES SOMERVILLE, 
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